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' Tothe Right Honowrable JOHN Ear! of ROCHESTER, 
. Oneof the Gentlemen of His MajeSiies, Bed: Chamber, Sic. 
_- MY Echaps Your Lordſhip may admire to ſee your 
| Name fixt before this trifle z Burt -it is the Fate 
| . of Perſansof Yourobliging temper, to receive 
—_ Perſecutions of this nature, in return of Can- 
dour and Indulgence; which I muſt confels is fo ill 
a requital, as ir may make Your Lordſhip cautious 
hence. forward s of beſtowing Your Favours, ſince this 
muſt be the troubleſome conſequence, - But Greatneſs 
like Beauty attracts all on whom ic ſmiles; And We frail 
writing ſinners cannot content our ſelves with the fee 
cret enjoyment; but think balfthe pleaſure loſt, if we 
_ do not boaſt of it to the world. This vanity (occafions 
your Lordſhip the preſent trouble; And next to this, 
a deſign to over-aw with Your Name, any the briskeſi 
enemies this Poem may meet with; For when [ tell'em, 
Your Lordſhip thinksit not much unworthy your Fa- 
vour. they will zadge moderately of it; at leaft, not-be 
too forward in ceniuringany thing, whichyouare plea- 
ſed to defend. The enemies it ha's already met with 
have been fewer, then a Pray in Verſe, (and an ill one 
too,) could expect; confidering how many there are, 
that exclaim againſt Rhime, though never lo well writ. 
Some of 'em I'me afraid do it from the ſame unjuſt 
picque that Women of cruel hearts, but peaceable Beau- 
ties ever have againſt a Mode, wherewith they deſpair 
to kill. But I ſhall not much concern my ſelf with their 
lictle quarrel; Iam fortunate enough in your Lordſhips 
approbation, and can diſpenſe with the reſt of man- 
; kind. 


.- - The Epiſtle Dedicatory, 
kind- And this I am bold: to affirm though-I have not 
the Honour of mizch acquaintance with your Lordfhip 3 
for it is {ufficient thatT have ſeen inſome little sketches of 
FourPerr's excelientMaſteries,andaSpirit inimitable;and 
that I have been entertathed by others with the wit , 
which your Lordſhip with a gentile & careleſs freedom, 
ſprinkles in your ordinary converſe, and often ſupplies 
vulgar and :neceſlitous wits wherewith to enrich them- 
ſelves, 'and ſometimes to treat their friends; and when 
yourLordſhip is pleaſed to aſcend above us, You do it with 
a ſtrange readinels and agility of mind, and by ſwift and 
ealy motions attain to heights, which others by much 
climbing dull induſtry,and conſtraint cannot reach.Nor 
is this vaſt wit crowded together in a littleSoul, where ic 
wants freedom, and is uneaſy, but fills up the ſpaces 
of a large and generous mind, infinitely delighting to 
oblige all, bur eſpecially to encourage -any bloſſoming 
merits; and ready to' forgive Jaige and voluminous faults 
for the:fake of :any one thing tolerably ſaid or done. 
And now the-world ſure will not blame me that 1 eſteem 
myſelf extremely - happy in Your Favour, and ſecure 
in'Your Patronape ; / and this being to me, like ſome 
greatand fidden Fortune to the poor; I know not how 
to manage my own tranſports, but'muſt make my brags 
ro my Friends: "This my Lord, is 2 great infirmity, but 
it is incident to lumane Natare; and very common with 
all of our-Tiibe 5/ and do not' doubt biit your Lordſhip 
will pardon it aftiong'other defects to 

My Lord, | 


Yoar Loraſhips moſt Humble and moſt obliged Servant, 
- '. JOHN CROWNE. 
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T HE 


PROLOGUE 


To King Charles the (Eighth, 


Ow the rough ſounds of War our ears invade, 
Some think the Muſes ſhould retire to ſhade, 

And there like mournful Birds with hanging wing, 

Alone and ſad ſome doleful ditty ſang : | 

For now our Gallants all to Sea are gone, 

Muſes as well as Miſſes are undone, 

4nd botb -f um muſt to their grief allow, 

They can expect but ſorry Trading now 3 

Fut th ugh kind Miſs may fit at home and whine 

For . ome b ish airy Sir, that kept her fone ; 

W it has not ſo much reaſon to complain, 

And Wit no nvre then Beauty can abſtain. 

Hot Engli't mettle muſt to working fall, 

And do for owe e rethey'l not do at all. 

Let dull Dutch filt over a ſmoaky Stove, 

Sit ſeghing for the loſs of ſome fatt love; 

Let frighted Burgers --=<--. - 

Shut up their Shops and to their Fate ſubmit, 

Whilſt we keep ope' both Shops of Trade and VVit ; 

W bilft our brisk Criticks are become their Fate, 

And damn the Farce of their Mechanick State. 

T ou gentle Sirs, that here behind remain, 

VVe with a Martial Play will entertain ; 


The Prologue. 


You ſhall ſee VVars and Death a well as they, 
But it ſhail be in a much ſafe” way : 

Nay, now their backs are turn'd we'l watch our time, 
Aud be ſo bold to fight and die in Rhime 

For our dull {uthor ſwears beonly aſpires, 
Topleaſe the ' ity wives and Conntrey Squires ; 
And all the ſober audience of the Town, 

Thoſe of the lo1g Robe and talking Gown, 

VVith ſerious menof Trade, who well or ill, 
Seldom good men proteSt a Poets Bill ; 

"Mong whom all fiuff does fiad ſuch praſent vent, 
V Ve durſt enſure our Playes at Three per Cent. 
VVith theſe cur Authors dull infipid Rhime, 

He durſt not have produce d another time, 

He hopes is ſafe, and if bis Senſe is low, 

He can compound for't with a Dance or Show, 
And to conc'ude, he ſwears -------= 

He dves not doubt bat be ſhall Feaſt to day, 

Your ſober Pallars with a ſerious Play. 
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SAATRASACIOAGAGSSAG ALES 


The Names of the Perſons. 


Alphonſo, King of Naples, —— Ar, Metboutn, 
Pons, —— $010 Alphonſo, — Mr. Harris, 
Prince of Salerne, a fierce and ; 
walient young Rebel, —— c I 

Aſcanio. Friend to Ferdinand. Mr. Young, 
Trivulti0. — Az olaGeneral,andCommander 

of the Neopolitan Army, Cr Sandford 
Gonſalyo, — Ho of Epcey of Cornelia fe 26-Baeford: 
Ghoſt, — of Galeazzo, Duke of Millane, — Mr, Cademan. 
Charles the Eighth, King of France, —— My. Batterton. 
Lewis, Duke of Orleance. Myr, Crosby, 
Mompenfier, A French Commander, — Mr, Norris. 


———  — 


The Women. 


aan. 


Ifabella, — Daughter 10 Alphonſo, 4nd Widew | : 
#0 Galeazzo,the Toung Duke Milan, Cate Batterton, 
| who was poiſoned by his Uncle Storza, — 
Carnelia, — Widow Queen of Cyprus. —a Ars. Slaughter, 
Iiene, — Hey Friendand Confident, ——* Mrs. Shadwell, 


Julia, —- $Sifter to Iſabella, Mrs, Dixon, 
Pytia, [ſabella, 
E hem Maids of Hononr to JJ ia, 
Sylvia. Cornelia, 


of ficers, Guards, Attendants. 


The Scene Naples, 
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THE 


HISTORY 


Charles the VIII. of FRANCE: 


OR, THE 


Invaſion of Naples by the French. 


The fit ACT. 


After ſeveral Shouts and Noiſes without , Enter Iſabella, Fulia, Portia, 
as from their Beads. 


H Heavens! what means theſe ſad diſtraQed cryes, 
This confus'd noiſe, which chrough the Palace 
> 1 And puts a hotrour on the face of night, (Ayes, 
{; Dreadful to th' Ears, as viſions to the fight 2 . 
——7> Ful.TheCity hath receiv'd ſome ſtrangealarmsy 
| For in the Streets they call, to Arms ! to Arms }/ 
The Palace ecchos with a dread'ul (ound, | 
And Martial noiſes from the Streets rebound. 

Iſab, Portia, Enquire the news! =— 

Por, Madam, I go; 
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2 The Hiftory of Charles the VIIT. of France: Or, 


And yet Idread to ask;: — Exit, Por, 
Ful, AndIto know. | 
Iſab. What can wexpet? The Enemy is come z 
Although laſt night ſome ſaid he was at Rome. 
I ſee the ſlave, who the falſe news did bring, 
Came with thoſe tydings to betray the King. 
When oncea ſhiking Monarchy declines, 
Each thing grows bold, and to its fall combines, 
Ful. Oh Heay'ns! How ſtrange a dream I had tonight! 
Viſions of glory walk'd before my fight ; 
Crowns, Cupids, Bowers, and in my pleafing Trance, 
I thought my ſelf no leſs, then Queen of France, 
What the preſage ſhould mean 1 teign would kaow, 
And yetI darenot let the ſecret go, 
Iſab. Do's haughty Charles his anger ſtill retain, 
To come from Fraxce with Armies in his Train, 
To ruine Naples, and uſurp the Crown; 
*Cauſe his feign'd paſſion I did once diſewn ? 
Tle make him know by ſad experience too, 
W hat a wrong'd Princeſs in diſpair dare do ! 
Perhaps he thinks I am grown humbler fince, —» 
Th' afflited Widow of a murder'd Prince: 
But the proud King thall find when 'tis too late, 
My mind hath Grandeur, much above my ſtate, 
Since Darts of beauty could not wound his pride, 
Thoſe darts ſhall now with daggers be ſupply d. 
Ful. Theſe ſad confuſions will diſturb I fear, 
Our Royal ftranger drove by Tempeſts her& 
The diſtreſs'd Cyprian Queen, who will conclude, 
By her hard fortunes ſhe is ſtil purſned ; | 
That ſhe in vain took refuge from the Winds, 
Whilſt in the Portſhea new Tempeſt finds ; 


'Which though for Naples 'ris alone defign'd, 


Will haye impreſſion on her generous mind, 
I{ab, The diſtreſs'd fortunes of that beauteous Queen, 
Has by my Soul deeply reſented been; 
And I the more for our confuſions grieve, 
In that no aid we can her fortunes give. 


The Invaſion of Naples by the French. 3 


But ſee ſhe comes, — Enter Cornells, Irene, Sylvia. 
Cor, Ah Madam, what ſhould mean, ; 
" The ſad diſtraRtions which I now have ſeen? 
F Wak'd from a gentle ſlumber ſoft as thoſe, 
; Of Lovers charm'd with Muſick to repoſe 3 
3 [ roſe, and inconfuſion went to ſee, 
What 'twas that had divided ſleep and me 


b And to my Window ſtreightI did repair, 
; And ſetting wide thoſe ſluces of the Air, 
i I in the Streets ſaw waves of people flow, 
\ Like the Sea Billows, when fierce Tempeſts blow, 


Among the Surges of th' unruly throng, 
Came Fleets of Armed Troops Sailing along. 
Like Ships purſued by angry winds and ſtreight, 
They all were landed at the Pallace Gate, 
Ful, Heavens ! weſhall be murder'd ! AY 
Iſab. — Ware betrayd! n 
The Enemy is got intothe Town, 
Villanes have ſold my fathers life and Crown: | 
Cor, Madam, youjudge too ſoon, and judge the worſt, 
Forbear till you have heard the ſtory firſt, . 
Then Madam know, the Guard's oppos'd a while ; 
Burt 'twas like Reeds upon the banks of N'le, 
Weakly reſiſting an impecuous Floud, . 
Of Armed To and of a floating Croud. 
The King your father thenin perſon came, 
Compas'd with lights, that he ſeem'd arm'd with flame. 
When from the Terrace firſt he did appear, 
Their awfull filence ſhew'd a general fears 
Till ſome more inſolent thenall the reſt, 
Preſum'd to ſer their Pikes againſt his Breaſt : 
But whea the Prince appear'd the Martial Ring, 
Proclaim'd aloud, that he ſhould be their King, 
By the reſpe&rthey did your brother ſhew, 
Judge if they were your enemies, or no. 
Fl. Oh Heavens! How durſt you itand in deadofnight, 
Sounconcern'd, to ſee that dreadful fight ? 


B 2 Iren: 


4 The Hiftoryof Charles the VIIT. of France : Or, 


Iren 1 ſaw allthis the Queen doth now relate, 
From my own zoom which views the Palace Gate, 
And the fierce tymulis fil'd me with ſuch dread, 
Thar in a fright I here for ſafety fled, | 

Iſab, And could the Traycors find no fitter time, 
But this the more to aggravate their crime >. 

When Heaven abandons a declining King, 

Rebellion then grows a relivious thing, 

| Though on Heavens party they devoutly fighe, 

To whom all Kings muſt bowetheir Sovereign right! 
And this with vulgar heads ſucceeds fo well, 

Succeſs ſeems Heavens Commiſſion to rebel, 

Ful. Hatk, Hark, the ſhouts increaſe ; — They:r louder yer, 

Trey, And now they neater to the Palace get. — Shouts, 

Iſab. The Rebels ſtill are inſolent and loud, 

The King will fall in the rebellious Croud, - 

dam, you'r caſt upon a fatal Shore, _—- Turning to Cornelis, 
Where you meet Tempeſts greater then before. 

The noiſes and unruly Cronds appear 
Leſs civil then the Storms that forc'd you here, 
But Heaven that judges theſe misfortunes due 
To us, Cefigns no ſhare of um you. 

Cor. Heaven to usall doth equal ſhare defign, 
Since friendſhip makes all your misfortunes mine, 

F ul, But Portia comes, -— And ſee ſhe comes in haſt, Enter Portia, 
Ah! Portia ſpeak, Is all the danger paſt, ; 
Or doth it ſtill increaſe 

Por. Macam, this noiſe 
Is but the peoples loud cumultuous cryes, 

Ful, 'i he Queen already hath the ſtory ſaid ! 
Tell us th' event, is my great ſacher dead ? 

W hat have the Trayrtors done ?: and can we flye, 
Or muſt we tatry and prepare to dye ? 

Por, It is in vain the fatal truth ro hide ! 
Madam, we are be{et on evei y ſide, 
Your Enemies are come, the Fre;ch are here, 
Allround the walls their warlike Troops appear, 


And 


-- | The Invaſion of Naples by the French. 
And their approch ſuch terrour doth diſplay, 


As almoſtfrighteos back the infant day. 


Cor, 
er Ye Powers: 
Tren, 
Por, Andevety Minute comes a Poſt, - 
With news of Towns ſurrendred,Cities loſt. 
With this the peopleare diſtracted grown, 
Some would have ſtreight deliver'd up the Towa! 
Others that had with wrongs been much oppreſt, 
Now ſeek revenges whilſt che King's diftres'd. 
The publick dangers they do all contemn, 
Crying, all Tyrants are alike to them, 
And thus the City did with clamours ring, 
The Frexch befiege the Town; the Town theKing., 
Iſab, What would the Villanes have? 
Ful, My fathers life -. ? 
I fear will be th' event of all this ſtrife ! 
Por, TheKing retir'd, ina profound diſpair,-. 
And left the people to the Princes care. | 
Then did the Armed Crouds the Prince ſurround, 
And in the noiſe and tumult he was Crown'd 1 | 
Cor, 1feel within my heart a ſadden flame, eAſuar. 
Rife at the mention ofthe Princes name - | 
Nor all the noiſe that doth his Reign ng 
Exceeds the tumult which I feel within, | 
Iren, Of brave eAſcanio tillI nothing hear, Aſide. 
Heaven grant he meets with no misfortune there ! 
For in his Kings concern his paſſion's high, 
And his nngovern'd zeal too far will flye. _ 
1ſja4, Then I perceive the Kingdom is undone, 
The Crown of Naples from our line is gone: 
For theſe Conyulſions ina dying ftate, 
Some high and dangerous ills prognoſticate, 
—— Come Madam let us go —— To (6. 
And ſince the worſt that fate deſigns we-know: - 


(It 
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6 The Hiflory of Charles tbe VIII. of France : Or, 


(If it be day ) lets on the Weſtern Towre, 


View this dark Cloud which chreats ſo fierce a ſhower. Exteunt omnes 


Enter Alphonſo, Ferdinand, Aſcanto, 
, Trivultlo. Guard, j 


Alph. Depoſe their King, and fly from his-defence, 
W hen they'ne the higheſt need of innocence ! | 
T'ingage all Kings and fortune of their fide, 
To guard their Wealth, and prop their falling pride : 
But fince my Son they've (cated on my Throae, 
| They in ſome meaſure do their fins atone. 
Dear Ferdinand, thou haſt thy peoples voice, 
And art thy fathers and the Kingdom's choice: 
Like blind Idolaters they worſhip thee, 
With dark devotion by blaſpheming me. 
They finding my dim glories to decline, 
With Torches of Rebellion light up thine : 
But like a God, their ignorance diſdain, 
And ſhine upon 'em with a glorious Reign. 
Ferd, Ah! Sir, Ihumbly crave 
You'd not ſuch orders on my duty lay, 
Which I muſt be difloyal ro obey ; 
Nor by reſigning up to me your Throne, 
Force me to make the peoples guilt my own. 
T'le not ſuch favour to rebellion ſhew, 
To wear a Crown the people do beſtow, 
Who when their giddy violence is paſt, 
Shall from the King th' ador'd revolt at laſt; 
And then the Throne they gain, they ſhall invade, 
And ſcorn that Idol which themſelves have made. 
No, —- live and govern to revenge on them 
Thoſe Crimes; which only now you can contemn, 
Alph. No Ferdinazd, I the choice of Heaven allow, 
And to my fate, not to my Vaſſals bowe, 
In all the changes that to Crowns befall, 
| There is a power unſeen that governs all, 


Orders 


- _ A — - ” Pg 295) 0s ” . 
. x 4-H COT; Rn as Wo - WE" « RAS” >a” 
<4 OR Ie Ye ee a OS ws y gy Fn Ft 


The Invaſion of Naples by the French. 


Orders the moves, and playes the'mighty game, 
W hilt only Kings and Kingdoms have the name. 
*T was Heaven for Naple's ſafety did decret, 
By all thoſe tumults to make choice of thee. 
I freely then the Royal power reſign, 
Proclaim your King, 
No more the Crown is thine —» 
I will for ever quit that glorious weight, 
And now retire from all the toils of ſtate, 
Long live Ferdinand King of Naples ! —— Ah ſhont. 
Ferd, What guilty acclamations do T hear ? 
*Tis known to Heaven how ſmall a part I ſhare, 
In that diſloyal joy the peopleſhew. 
Aſc Accept the Crown Sir, fince it muſt be (0, 
Out ruin'd Kingdom flies to your defences 
As toa Prince fram'd for this exigence, 
With _— conrage to ſupport the weight, 
Diſperſe theſe Clouds, rebuild the falling ſtate, 
Alph, Now (on, the glories of my life are done ! 
But ah ! thy troubles are but now begun 
For know this Crown to that diſtreſs is come, 
Abroad 'tis pityed, and betray'dat home. 
Thy ſubjeRs mutining and thy allyes, 
Flye from their own approching deſtinies, 
Theleſs 1:a/;a States that us'd to ride, 
In calmes of peace cloſe by each others fide. 
Have with this tempeſt broken every Chain, 
And now are toſt like Gallyes on the main. 
T hat to unite again, they ſeek no more, 
Each flyes for ſafety to a ſeveral Shore. 
Yenice and Rome, on whom I did rely, 
Buy their owa peace, and from the tempeſt flye ; 
W hich ſwells this Monarque with no leſs deſtgn, 


Ferdinand ſeems to oppoſe, 


"Then the Worlds ruine to begin with thine. | - 


Fer, He on the world hath paſt a haughty doomy 
Bur we may make his thoughts contain leſs room, 
Alph. *Tis true,my Son,bur thou art lefcalone, 
And haſt no Sword to truſt to but thy own, 


— — _— _ - 
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8 The Hiftory of Chatlzs the VII. of France : Or, 
And that with high rebellions broke intwo, ' . 
That none, my Son, dare manage it but you, 
Thoſe that ſhould ſerve tee in this high conteſt, 
Turn all cheir Swords againſt the Monarchs breaſt, 
That in this exigence 'tis hard to ſay, 
W hich are more dangerous, the French or they. 

Aſc. The Prince, of Salerne heads the Rebet crue,  - 

Ferd, Hedo's, — andI the Villane will purſue, 
In his fierce chaſe of power with ſo much flame, 
He ſhall let fall his prey, and change his game, 
And curſe his pride which his ambition lead, 
To play with Thunder till ic-ſtroke him dead. 

Alph, Yes Ferdizand,thou muſt the ſlave deſtroy, 
On that young Traytor firſt thy arms employ. 
He thinks his bold pretence is juſt and good, 
Thus to revenge his rebel fathers blood. 
Nay his ſucceſsful pride'fo high doth (vel, 
He dare demand thy Siſter 1/abel: 
But make him know ic is a ſafer thing, 
toblaſpheme Heav'n, then to depoſe a King, 
Between the French and him thy Arms divide, 
The War js juſt and brave oneither fide, 
Rather then by a ſlave in triumph lead. | 
Throw down thy falling Kingdom on his head. 
Blow up the French, the Villane, and the Town 3 
And if thou canſt not ſave, thus looſe the Crown, 
T hou wilt be brave and glorious in thy fall ; 
Bur chou haſt courage to ſubdue them all, 

Triv., The King revengeful giows when 'tis too late, 
T hus mighty Spirits ſtruggle with their fate. 

Aſc. Had this great counle] been purſu'd intime, 
T' had fav'd our ruine, and that rebels crime, 

Ferd. In theſe expreſſions of your Royal mind, 
I both my duty and my Glory find, 
And, Sir, I'le pay them ſuch ſublime reſped, 
To your revenge I Altars will ereQ; 
W here I will conſecrate my Sword, and he 
With all &is train ſhall the chief ViRimsbe, 


\ 


The Invaſion of Naplcs by the French. 


Then for my other foes I will prepare, 
And with devotion thus begin the Warre. 


And if I conquer, proſtrate all my Fame, 


And Glory at your Feer, from whence they came. 
Aſc. Brave Prince ! | 
Tri, But this Devotion I'm afraid —— Aſeae. 
Will Sacrifice the Crown upon your head | 
Alph. Ah Son! thou fillſt my heart with ſecret joy, 
My high propherick thoughts my fears deſtroy, 
Some mighty Glories treaſur'd up by Fate, 
For vertues that attain ſo great a height. 
When chou haſt through a thuuiand glorious toyls, 
Trode on Rebellion, and haſt reaper the Spoils, 
From the Ambitious French ; rhe news to me 
Will even a ſeconil Coronation be : 
Thenfreed from ll theſe cares, enjoy thy Throne, 
And raiſe the glorious name of «Arragon, 
And now ( my Son) farewell ---— this painfull hour 
Preſſes me wore, then e're did weights 5f Power, 
But I ſhall conquer it ----— The Powe's divine, 
Take to their Guard, a virtue grez: is thine, 
Now let thy Galleys to the Aſian ſhore, 
Condua thy Farther hence Thy King no more, 
Ferd, ThisFloud of Sorrow let me firſt unlade, - 
Then, Sir, your ſad commands ſhall be obey'd. 


# Jc #4, Tragicall fight ! thebrave 4lphonſo's gone, CB 


Deſpoild by Rebels of that glorious Throne, ) Alph, 
In which his Soul whilſt living was enclos'd: Ferd, 
For Kings are truly murder'd when depos'd, 
When they the Souls of Power from Empire flye, 

. They turn a wandring Regal-ſhade,anddye, —— Ex, 


| Zo Andart thou gone, brave Prince”! thy ſhort-liv'd Reign, 


Hath been of troubles one continued Scene, 
The giddy multitude, who never fear 

A threatning danger, till they ſee it near, 
Do fondly from their own ProteRion flye, 
And juſt Afiſtance to their King deny. 


C Oppos'd 
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Oppos'd by ſome, forſaken by the reſt: 
All will be conquer'd, rather then oppreſt, 
But when Deſtruction on themſelves they bring, 
They then revenge their follies on their King, 
This Scene once paſt, the next thing I muſt know, 
Is how my Fortunes I had beſt beſtow, 
E're ſince the Armies of this Crown F'velead,. 
Lawrells have never wither'd on my Head. 
The State is wholly at my devotion grown, 
And as I pleaſe,I candiſpoſe this Crown. 
And I therein ſhall Fortunes ſmiles purſue; 
All my Allegiance to-my ſelf is due. 
As Fortune favours, ſo ſhall Fadvance, : : 
The Intereſt of Naples, or of France, Enter. Prince of Sallerne, 
But ha! the fierce young Prince of Salleyne here; 
How dares he thus among the Guards appear: 
Sal. Trivultis, ſeek not to retrieve the Guard, 
I will from no Acceſſes be debar'd, 
Nay, my unbounded-Power to let you ſee, 
The King ſhall have no other Guards but me; 
'Tis to my intereſt, ye high honours doe, 
Thoſe who make Idols, muſt preſerve*pm too, 
Tri, I know your Intereſt, Sir, and wifh your Power,. 
Were ſomething leſs, or Loyalty were more.. 
Sal. My Loyalty ! 
Go talk of thar to dull obedient Fools, 
Whom Laws, and tame pedantick virtue rules; 
My Honour's ſafe in that my Cauſe is good, 
And Iam Loyal to my Fathers blouds _ 
And ſhall be bold, in fucha glorious Cauſe, 
To tread on Kings, and Loyalty, and Laws. 
By Natures high commands my Sword Idraw.. 
And Natures dictates are the higheft Law. 
Tri, Nodoubt, to Natures univerſal Sway, —— Ironice 
All Laws muſt bow, and Kingdoms-muſt obey, 
Bot, Sir, Imperious Nature might have choſe, 
A fitter tice tor her Commands, then thoſe, 


Shew ſeueral 
men Armed, 
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When King and Kingdom areembroyl'd in war, 
That for the Crime of one all puniſht are: 

If tis a Crime for Monarchs to defend 

Their Crowns from every Sacrilegions hand, 


But Powerit ſeems can Change the names of things, 


Treaſon Virtue ; and make Rebels Kings. 
But grant your Fathers bloud unjuſtly ſpile, 
Muſt Naples ſuffer for their Monarchs guilt? 

Sal, Sir, T'le Revenge my Fathers bloud on all 
Thar ſaw, and dares ſurvive his Funerall : 
Oa all that to his Execution came, 
And did not ſer all Naples ina flame, 
Blaſpheme the Heavens, and in tranſpotts of Rage, 
*Gainſt Kings and Gods in ſome high at engage 

Tri, No doubt 'twas pity whea he loſt his Head, 
But all mankind had ſuffer'd in his ſtead, — 
Burl muſt waita more importantcare, 

Sal, Stay, Sir, and to the King this Meſſage bear. 
Tell him, that now his Father I've chaſtis'd, 

My high Revenges arein part ſuffic'd : 

That when Wath wipt his Eyes, which for a while 
Muſt drop ſome tears for the old Kings Exile, 
I am content my Paſſion to ſubdue, 

And if he pleaſe our Friendſhip to renew, 
And that th'Alliance may eternal prove, 

I've thought his Siſter worthy of my Lovey 
And ſhall deſcen-{ i” 2ccept her as my Bride, 
If I'me petition'd ior'c on every ſide. 

But if my Ailtance he dares diſeſteem, 

Tell him, I bork his Siſter ſcorn, and him, 

To war his Crown were to deſcend too low; 
Him and that trifle le on Charles beſtow, — 

Tri. To what prodigious heights his Spirit flyes, 
The Fates and Crowns of Monarchs to deſpiſe. 
Theſe are Portentous Signs, and I'me afraid, 

The Crown will fall from our young Monarchs head. 

And with its heavy fall, "twill ruine thoſe, 

W ho fondly in jts ſupport their - expole, 
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Too long I've born the weight for no Reward, 
Nozv time calls loud my Fortanesto regard, 

And leave this barren place, ---— | 
W hich for this twenty years wich bloud I ve ſown, 


And nothing reapt but beggerly Renown, -—+ Exit, 


; 


; Enter Charles, Lewis of Orleaxce, Mompenſier Guards, 
The Scent, 4 fair Country before the Walls of Naples, 


Ch, The day draws on, the Sun appears in view, 
And we to day have much brave work to do. 
Send in my namea Herarvld to the Town, 

Tell King A/phonſoI demand the Crown, 
That Crown his Anceſtours uſurpt from mine, 
And he the third Uſurper of his Line, 

D-tains —— if he refuſe-——bid him prepare 
For all the worſt Calamities of War, 


Lew. They darenat Sr, oppoſe your mighty Claim, 


The World's ſubdu'd already with your Fame. 

TheTralian States like Herds to Covert flye, 

Whilſt you are like a whirlwind paſſing by. 

Yes, Rowve her (elt declines her ſacred head, 

And by obſequious fawning ſhews her dread. 

But this Joſt Kingdom, upon whom the Ball, 

Folded in Clouds of Fire, deſigns to fall, 

Shakes with the fears of its approching doom, 

W hilſt ſmoking a far off they ſeeit come. 
Mom, Yes Sir, your Power like an impemous tide. 

Breaks down their yielding banks on every fide g 

Thar raving with deſpair, they wildly un, 

T'th midſt of all thoſe dangers they would ſhun, 


- Out ſpies within have all diſorders found, 


The King is banifht; and his Son is Crown'd, 
Hurried into the Throne by crowds of thoſe, - 
Whom now inſtead of guarding, they oppoſe, 
Within their City's of a blazing Fire; 
Without their Army ready to Retire. 
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Not Town nor Army will their King obey, 
That you will meet no Enemy to day. 

Ch, Yes, Sir, the Rebels are my Enemies, 
And every Kings concern as well as his, 
Rebellion is a Monſter, would devour 
The Kingly dignity, and Sovereign power, 

A ſort of Atheiſm, that doth Crowns blaſpheme, 
And tiles the Sacred Power of Kings a dream. 
And as blaſphemers call che Heavenly powers, 
To arm their Thunder; this awakens ours, 
Go tothe King then e're it proves too late, 
And if you find the Rebels deſperate, 
The party ſtrong, and theyoung King afraid, 
He cannot conquer 'um, Tle lend him aid. 
When that is done, tell! him the Crown's my right, 
And I expe& that he reſign or fight. 
Mom. Great Sir, I ſhall obey, 
Cha, Next to the Town 
Proclaim, that I all Rebels ſhall difown, 
For though *tis true I am their lawſul Prince, 
To whom they all allegiance owe z yet fince 
Titles of Kings are Myſteries too high, 
Abovethe reach of ev'ry vulgar eye, 
They muſt the preſent ſhrines of power adore, 


And pry into their duty, and nomore ; 


For thoſe with neiv Religions will be bold, 
W ho dare with high contempt profane the old: 
And he who doth his own falſe God deſpiſe, 
And with atheiſtick pride an:{ ſcorn denies 

That worſhip, which he thinks is bat his due, 
Would do the ſame if he ador d the ttue, 
Bid 'um be Loyal then, whilſt we diſpute, 
And their falfe worſhip I with arms conſute, 


| -_ 
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AQ 2; The Scene 4 Room #3 the Palace, 
Ferdinand, Mompenſier, Aſcaneo, Trivulits, 


Ferd, Your maſters haughty meſlage I deſpiſe, 
Who knows not how co conquer, but ſurpriſe, 
He ows his victories to my diſtreſs, 

As he derives his title from ſucceſs; 

And has my Vaſſals into fears betray'd, 

With th' empty noiſes which his tame hath made: 
But they are ready by abrave defence, 
Tocloud his fame, and blaſt his falſe pretence, 
Then ler him know his proffer'd aid I flight, 
And dare retain my Crown, if he dare fight. 
Perhaps his army is in ſome diſtreſs, 

W:th tedious marches, want, and wearineſs, 
To pay the debt he on my fame hathlaid, 

T'le ſend the Rebels Forces to his aid: 

Mom, I ſhall acquaint him Sir, 

Ferd, Trivaltis — go —— | 
To the proud enemy my Standards ſhow, ? 
And in the form that I my army dre, 

Advance my Troops, and fix um in their view, \ 

Triv, The armies, Sir, already are ſo near, 
That now they in each others viewappear ; 
| Andonly want their Kings commands to joyn. 


Ferd.Let all my Squadrons ſtand prepar'd for mine, 


Ah! my Aſcanis! Heaven doth ſtill provide, 
New ways andarts to have my courage try d, 

I do not mean by all thoſe angry Stars, 

W hich thus begins my Reign with various Wars; 
By ail the Clouds that o're my Crown impend, 
Andinblack Tempeſts ev'ry hour deſcend 

T hreatning my liſe, my farher, and my Throne 
Beſet with foes and Rebels, left alone 
T*encounter all; whilſt tearfal Spirtts flye, 

In Panick tercour from their Loyalty, 


Exit Tri, 
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She was 0're heard to figh»— Prince Ferdinand !: 


Theſe meaner griefs my courage can remove z 
Bat 1 am tortur'd with defpairing love ! 


Aſc, Why Sir, ſhould you affli& your Royal mind 


With griefs, for which yon ſoon redreſs may find? 
Time and ſome little patience will deſtroy 

Thoſe griefs which lye but in your way.to joy - 
Your own Geſpairs, the bluſhes of the Queen, 
And all the other Guards which ſtand between, 
Will ſoon remove their ſtations, and be gone; 
When all the empty forms of love are done, 

Ferd, Alas! thou ſpeak'ſt as if the piercing dart, 
That wounded me, had touche her gen'rous heart. 
No, her unconquer'd heart is too ſevere, 

For all the happy time ſhe hath been here, 


Too much ( I fear ) againſt her will confin'd, 


By the kind force ofanobliging wind z 
With all my ſervices I nee conld gain, 
The leaſt allay ro my inſulring pain, 
Aſc. Love in her Sex muſt ſomereſiſtance make.. 
Toa brave enemy for Honour's ſake, 
Bur, Sir, to better news I canpretend, 
From the fair mouth of herown beautious friend ; 
For I, who in my confident addreſs 
To her fair friend, have met with more ſucceſs, 
Do find by her, that Sir, your noble lame 
Is not contema'd, nor doth ſhe hate your name ! 
Ferd: What is't thou ſay'ſt > 
Aſc, Yes,Sir, I ſay the Queen, 


- With Eyes betraying love,hath oft been ſeen 


To glance on yours, but with ſuch caution move, 
As Poets make the gods in ſtealths of Love, 

V Vatching with care the motions of your eyes, 
To guard her timerous honour from ſurprize 
And thenretreating e'te ſhe was betray'd, 

Falls into the ambuſh which her bluſhes made, 


Nay, once —— 
Purſu'd to her retreats by her fait friend, 
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And to the private ecchoes of the Grove, 
Intruſt the dang'rous ſecrets of her love. 
Ferd. Prithee no more ſuch pleaſant talesas theſe, 
As hard tz faith as Heavenly Myſteries, 
Thou think'ſt with Golden dreams and pleaſing att, 
To t:nthis burning Feaver in my heart 3 
And blindly lead'ſt me to the wars of love, 
VVith tales of Paradiſe, and joys above 
My hope or f:ith, as Turkiſh Prieſts delude, 
To V Var and death their cheated multitude. 
Yet if twere true, 2nd I in vain have mourn'd, 
Theinconſtant wind is with my fortune turn'd» 
Ac the ſame view in which I ſaw to day, 
The French their ſtandards on the Hills diſplay, 
Another ſight appear*d which griev'd me more, 
All the Queens Gaiieys rowing from the Shore, 
Fitting their Oars and Tackling to be gone, 
VVhilſt ſporting V Vaves ſmil'd on the riſing Sun, 
Aſc, Your Royal Orders may remove that fear, 
And for a while confine her Gallcys here 
And though in Honour ſhe diſpleas d may ſeem, 
All her loſt favour you may ſoon redeem: 
And clear the guilt contracted on that fcore 
For, Sir, perhaps you can't oblige her more, 
Ferd, No more( my friend ) thefe flatreries are vain! 
Thou like an artiſt doth delude my pain, 
With gentle promiſes, and hopes ot Cure, 
V Vhen th'anguith grows too violent to endure, 
But ftnce | 
All ways are fled to in a deſp'rate cafe, 
Thy dang'rous Connſels Ile for once embrace ! 
And will reſume my Courage : Prithce go, 
And letthe Adm'ral ot her Galleys know, 
I muſt confine him in the Port to day ; 
But then from me aſſure him that his ſtay 
Not the leaſt dammage to the Fleet thall bring, 
And his compliance will oblige a King, 


Aſc. 
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Aſc, Sir, [ ſhall haſten on the bleſs'd defign, 
Since the concern is both my Kings and mine, — Exit, 
Ferd, Ile to the Queen and by confeſſion own, 
The devout crime my trembling Love hath dones 
Like thoſe who ſtill in hopes of pardon fin, 
And all their crimes with penitence begin, —— Exit, 


F S Enter Iſabella, followed by Salerne,?. 


1fab: Rebel begone, thy pafſionI diſdain ! 
Sal. AndI thoſe frowns which you employ in vain, 

Thedebt which to my fathers bloud I owe, 

I yet have paid with arevenge too low. 

The abje& bloud of Vaſſals I have ſpilt, 

And bluſh that fame on ſuch mean crimes I've built, 

To kill your Brother were revenge ſublime, 

And the great cauſe would conſecrate the Crime; 

Bur yet that debt ſhall in part forgive, 

And for your ſake hall let your brother live, 

The Regal ſtyle Ile ſuffer him to bears 

But I ſhall eaſe him from the Regal care, 

I have another enemy beſide, 

The hopes of Charles which nouriſhes your pride : 

p But from thoſe flames T ſhall your heart redeem: 

| For T'le at once both kill your hopes and him, 

E And pull your pride and all his glories down, | 

And fetch that Monarch's head, or loſe my own. Exit Sal, 
Iſab. Whoever heard an inſolence like this ? 

But this is rather fortunes crime thea his ; 

He finds ſucceſſes ſmileon his offence, 

And now he (ſwells to all this inſolence 

And does fo proud of his Rebellion grow, 

He thinks all virtues muſt to treaſon bowe,  Emter Porta; 
Por, Madam, the Cypr/as Queen is' coming here ! ; 

| Jjab, Totakeherlaſt adieus of us I fear, : 
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5 Enter Cornelia, Fulia, Irexe, $ qlvis $ 


Cor. Madam, I come with ſorrows to compiain 
Of my hatd fate, with which I ſtrive in vain, 

My friends, the Winds and Seas have all combin'd, 
To make me both ungen'rous and unkind ; 

And force me from you in your great diſtreſs, 

The only time my friendſhip to expreſs, 

Iſab. Madam, in this your friends do faithful prove, 
And a& like Heav'n, who always doth remove, 
The Souls he loves fromeevils he fore- knows, 

And kindly takes them to their bleſt repoſe. 

Cor, Madam, this ſacred truth I can't deny, 

It is the {ame to part with friends, or dy e, —— 

Fren. 1 find it ſoy yet, muſt my joys reſign, -— 
E're by poſſeſſion I can call 'em mine, 

That I the brave Aſcanio neere had ſeen, 

Or could command my friendſhip to the Queen, 
My love and Loyalty my Soul divide; 

] flatter both-and dare take neither fide, ; 


Tjab. Macam,this death you ately may embrace: | 


Since you will only leave a mournful place, 
Which ſeems like ſome wild Melancholy ſhade; 
For the dark walks of guilty ſpirits made, 
Nothing but terrour haunts us.every where ; 
Pale fighing Cowards turn'd to Ghofts with fear, 
Shouts of the Valiant, fainting womens cryes z 
All intermixt with the loud Martial noiſe 
Of Guns and Swores, and whichis yet more loud, 
The ſaucy Clamours of the Rebel Croud ; 
W hich like the groans of Spirits in the night, 
Women and Cowards with the noiſe affirighr, 

#1. This is our diſmal ſtate, and yet I find, 
The laſt nights dreams qt love ſo haunt my mind 
With bright and glorious ſhapes, that I'm afraid 
My Heatt will be inſenfibly berray'd, 


weeps, 
eſtde, 
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T feel an inward flame I dare not own, 
And love a Prince which ſeeks my fathers Crown, 
If Natnre doth his paſſion difaprove, 
Oh ! Nature pardon my ambitious love! 
Cor, I by this death co ſtrange El;ziums go, 
Not joys and Crowns to gain, but to beſtow. 
That I the better V Vorld forſakeT tear, 
And leaving you, leave joy and Angels here: 
But I muſt yield to my Imperious fate 
For my kind father's the Yepetlan ſtate, 
Do at their wills diſpoſe my Crown and me ; 
But I've reſerv'd my (elf this liberty ; 
1 Nor winds, nor Seas ſhall intercept the ſhare, 
| Tein your ſorrows, and misfortunes bear, | 
ab, Ah! Madam, you (ach generous kindneſs ſhew, 
You ſeem like a bright Angel ſent below, 
To comfort us in our dejected ſtite s 
Or like a viſton to foretel our fate, 
Such lighcnings ſome have had when near theGrave, 
VVhy may not dying Kingdoms Vifions have ? 7, 
TIren, My Queen great friendſhip ha's to her expreſt, =» Aſide; 
VV hilſt ſtill her thoughts are to the King addreſt, 
Like one that praying would his Saint conceal, 
Toa wrong Image do's devoutly kneel, + 
Ful. Do viſions death foretel > VVhat do Thear £ — Afdt, 
Then I'm afraid my death for love is near, 
Oh Heaven! If I from life ſo ſoon muſt Aye, 
Grant me one Viſion more betore Idye. 
Cor. CouldI your fate foretel, I would not own, 
Any il] news to you, nor to this Throne : } 
But Madam ( if what fame ha's ſaid is true ) 
Crowns and not (ſorrows are defign'd for you. 
"Tis ſaid, if Charles ſhall this fair Kingdom gain, 
"Tis he ſhall triumph, but *tis you ſhall Reign 
Iſab. Of Princes honours fame makes ſmall eſteem, 
And ſpeaks low things of me, and falſe of him, 
Heſcorns his ancient paſſion to retain, 
And I as much a Crown from him diſdain. 
D 2 
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F ul, Ye Heavens, what power doth my heart ſurprize ? 


For I as much adore what you deſpiſe, Aſeae, 

My inward grief I can no longer bear, | 

To my fair friend I muſt impart a ſhare. She whiſpers Irene, 
Cor, But love oft hovers long within the breaſt, and they both go 

VVhich is by beauty upon Yonth impreſt, out, 


T've heard the King receiv'd his firſt alarms 
Of youthful love from your ViRorious charms, , 
Iſab, Madam, 'tis true, fame made a large report, 
(VVhilſtI ith glories of the Gallique Court 
Sometimes conſum'd ) of that young Monarch's flame 
He ſhewing me all the gailantry became 
A youthful Monarch, but ere that pretence 
V Vas well diſcover'd, Iretir'd from thence, 
Cor, Again{t your will I fear, — 
Iſa. By a Command 
I durſt not diſobey, of Ferdinand 
My Grandfather, 
V Vho then deſign'd me a leſs glorious Throne 
And the young Duke of 144ilaxe being grown 
To mans eſtate, he ſought alliance there —— 
confining me within that narrow Sphere. 
Cor, And this great King finding his paſſion vain, 
Comes torevenge himſelf on your diſdain. 
Iſa), Some would that complement on me beſtow; 
But his ambitions do not aim ſo low, 
' Tcanderive it from a truer cauſe: 
For ( Madam know ) when to obey the Laws 
Of Heaven and Nature I ſubdued my mind, 
To fix my ſelf where the old King defign'd, 
I found the Duke of MiNane ( when I came) 
T*enjoy of Sovereign nothing but the name. 
His Youth was not ſo tender as his Soul, 
He and kis Sceptre under the controul 
of wicked Sforfa, who with the pretence 
Of being Guardian to his Innocence, 
Betray'd th' unguarded Prince, and hourly ſought, 
VVhich way his death might be with ſafety wrought, 
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When I the treaſon came to underſtand, 

I ſpeedy aid from Naples did demand, 

The Villane leaſt we ſhould his Plots ſurprize, 
And his unfiniih'd Vilanies chaſtiſe, 

Raiſes theſe ſtorms of War on Naples Throne, 


' To fink the power he fear'd, and ſave his own. 


Cor, Would Frazc that does ſo much at Glory aim, 
At ſach a Traytors call-purſue his claim ? 
1{ab, Princes in eager chaſe of Crowns near mind 
The way they take; but ride o're all they find, 
Cor. Since France this Var had to the world declar'd, 
How came th' old King thus ſtrangely unprepar'd ? 
iſab. The good old Monarch of a peaceful mind, 
More to devotion thento armes inclin'd, 
Grown credulous and dull with age and ſloth, 
Lov'd all thoſe falſe reports that flatter'd both, 
And fo by Sferza was with lyes betray'd, 
T hat France ſome other Crown deſign'd invade, 
And till the French in Italy were come, 
Was unprepar'd for all things but his Tomb, 
Then when his life and Crown he could not fave, 
Hequitted both and crept into his Grave, 
And left my father in a ruin'd ſtates 
Oppreſt with wars, and with the peoples hate, 
W hoſe moſt unhappy Reign was ſcarce begun, 
E're he refign'd the Kingdom to his fon, —— 
Cor, But what becomes of wicked Sforza ſtill, 
Durſt he proceed in his intended ill * 
I{ab, Thereſtlike a dark ſecret from the dead, 
Told by ſome walking diſcontented ſhade, | 


- Teo full of direful guiltand horrour grows, 


Safely to hide or freely co diſcloſe, 

The Vilane having rais'd by Magick kill, 
Theſe throngs of Martial Spirits at his will, 
To fill with noiſe of war th' 77a//ap air, 
Whilſt near his Circle no one durſt repair, 
Now takes th' occaſion of this curſed time, 

W hen he with ſafety might purſue his crime, 
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When none might hear his dying Sovereign groan, 
Or could revenge the murder when 'twas done, 
To bring the poor young Duke to his command, 
And wring the Sceptre from his tender hand, 
And to acquaint you with a fatal truth, 
Poiſons at laſt the (weet and Princely youth. 

Cor, Oh Monſter ! —— 
W hat will not ſome men do high power to gain, 
And wear 2 while a guilty Crown with pain * 

Iſab. T muſt retire, my grief imperious grows, 
And on my reaſon doth too much impole, ——— Exit I[ab, 


_ 


T[abelka goes out weeping : As Cornelia follows, 
Sylula enters, C 


Syl, Gonſalvo Madam, do's your pleaſure wait, 


Cor, I know the haſt of the Yererian ſtate, # 
To have my Crown; — bur ſince I muſt away, 
My Maſters haughty pleaſures Ile obey. 
Admit him in —— | Enter Gor. | 
Your Galleys Sir prepare. y 


Gonſ, Madam they'r ready,and the Wind is fair. 
The ſtorms that lately rag'd upon the Coaſt, 
Are out of breath, and all their fury loſt, 
But whilſt the Sea is ſmooth, and air is clear, 
Madam we meet another tempeſt here, 
A ſtorm not from the Sea, bur from the Court, 
The King ha's ſtopt your Galleys in the Port, 


5 Enter Ferdinaxd. + 


Ferd Yes — Madam — ſeeing my juſt accuſer come, 
I came toown my crime, and know my doom ; 
For on my honour I have wars begun, 
And own the great offence my love hath done. 

Cor. Am TI your Subje& Sir > — doth Naples own, 
Dues from my Kingdom, yet to me unknown, 
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Fezd, Napl:s, its Crown, and Monarch claims no due; 
But as they : conquer'd to be rul'd by you. 
Cor. Am | by Laws of Nations captive made, 
*Canſe without leave I did your Shores invade ? 
For lo 'tis ſaid —- 
When unarm'd Princes to ſtrange Lands betake, 
Themſelves they voluncary Captives make, 
Ferd, Madam 'tis true, - -— but you come arm'd with power; 
W hich makes me Captive 2nd you Conquerour, 
A power fo charming all th:ngs muſt obey, 
And where 'tis ſeen will tave Impei1ial ſway, 
Cor. Nor ſubje&, nor a Captive ; 
Arifes, Sir, this high and gear pretence 
Of power, Cimpriſon herea Sovereign Queen? 
Ferd, From that —— 
W hence all rebe/lions in the world have been, 
From fliming zeal, — 
Which to all order we deſtructive find, — 
And loves a zealous rapture of the mind. 

Cor. You at thoſe things of which you are aſham(d, 
Then zeal and love muſt for your crimes be blam'd;. 
Soto thoſe virtues you injurious prove, . 

And bring an ill repute on zeal and love, 

But, Sir you better reaſons can relate, 

Some ſecrer Cauſe or Intereſt of ſtate, 

 Orpride to let your Kingly power appear, 

You exerciſe it firſt on ſtrangers here. 

And you make wars, ( as you have well expreſt 

On choſe, who Sir ) are like your (ell diſtreſt, 

But you had enemies enough before, 

Firſt conquer thoſe; e're you make wars on more, 
Ferd, Madam, perhaps 'twas intereſt of ſtare, ; 

Since on your aid depends'my Kingdoms fate ! 

For what can a deſpairing Monarch do, 

To fave his Crown, who is condema'd by you 2 
Cor. I know not what deſpair 'tis you pretend, 

Nor yet what aid a depos'd Queen can lend. 


then from whence 
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DidIenjoy my Crown, perhaps I might 
Support another 1njur'd Princes Right : 
But then I never would afford my aid, 

To thoſe by whom I was a Priſoner made, 

Fer, You with the ſame devotion are detain'd, 
As Heay'n with Prayers and Incenſe oft is chain'd, 
W ho ſeldom frowns on a devout offence, 

And ne'rechaſtiſes ſacred violence, 
Cor, W hat is'tI hear?his love too generous grows, 
And like raſh Valour doth it ſelf expoſe 


To mighty dangers which it can defeat, Aſoae. 
And from which Honour ſuffers no retreat. 
Theſe trifling follies Sir you may forbear, — To Ferd, 


Your Kingdom rather do's require your care. 

And if your Cauſe and Title Sir, arejult, 

You may your Life and Crown to Heav'n intruſt s 

W hom in your aid I often ſhall implore, | 

And in my ſtate you can expe no more, Exit (or, Syl. Gonſalv. 
Fer. Are they too trifling? Yes fair Queen, with you, 


Who thoſe tormenting follies never kneiy ; 


How ſhall I bear this pang ? it is above 
My ſtrength t'endure, or <QUrage to remove, 


{ Enter a Meſſenger in haſt? 


1. Meſ. Your army Sir, with high impatience waics 
Your preſence, whilſt the Frexchapproch the Gates, 


$ Enter a ſecond, > 


2, Meſ, The Crouds once more, Sir, are rebellious grown, 
Threatning to let the French into the Town, 

Fer, Let City, Army, Kingdom, periſhall, 
And ſhare in their unhappy Monarch's falls 
Inſulting love will no compaſhon learn, 
And nothing elſe is worthy my concern, 
But ſince the fair Coryel/a will be gone, 
T'ie guard her hence, and haſt to be undone, 

And 
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And ſee her Admiral —— : Enter Gonſalvs, 
Your Fleet conveigh, | 
From hence no longer for my Orders ſtay. 
Gon, Y oblige us, Royal Sir, with your conſent - 
Bur we are ſtill confin'dz for ſince I wear, 
A Fleet of Galleys row'd in with the Tyde, 
And fill the Harbours mouth on every ſide. 
And the Admiral that doth his Flag advance, 
In his main cop diſplayes the Arms of Fraxce. 

Fer, Ha ! (rom my enemies ſhalll receive Aſide, 
That kindneſs which the Queen diſdains to give, 
The pow'rs of all mankind ſhall nee detain 
Thoſe Glories here my ſervice cannot gain, 

Remaia a while I will your paſſage clear, I 
Ieſend to Sea, and firſt [le fight 'em there, =—— Exit Gopf, 


| £44290: is eving ont, and i met by ”—_ | 
Ce whboenters in haſt, ; 


Aſe. Ah ! Sir, with ſpeed this traitrous Town forſake, 
And to ſomeplace of ſtrength your (elf berake, 
The falſe Trivsltio to the Frepch is fled, 
And hath ſome Thouſands of your army lead. 
The Citizens within once morerebel, 
And your Guards fide with thoſe whom they ſbould quel, 
And whilſt we wait your Orders to engage, 
City and artny both are ina rages 
Nay, ſeek your life, and are reſolv'd to buy 
With their Kings bloud the Kingdoms liberty. 

Ferd, How ? with my blond the Rebels ſafety bought 2 

T he ſlaves dare dye, e're entertain that thought. 
No, ( my brave friend!) let not thy Loyalty 
Betray thy Soul into kind ſears for me. 
Array and Rebels both ſhall at the fighe 
Ofme 
Fear their own thoughts,and ſhall not dare but fight, 
As for Trivultio, if Charles is brave, 
From him he'l the rewards of mY have: 


—— — — — =_ 
- 
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If not, let Charles andall the Traytors joyn, 
*T wil from his Glory take and add tomine, — Exit 


" Charles, Trivultio, and Guard, The Scene 
a fair Countrey before Naples. $ 


Ch, And is my fame ſolittle in this place, 
Thou dar'ſt adventure on an a& ſo baſe 2 
I thought my deeds my temper might have ſhewn, 
And that my Character was better known ; 
But thou in malice would'ſt beentertain'd, 
Toſtain the many Laurels I have gain'd ; 
Thy King defpairing to preterve his Crown, 
Would thas by arts make War on my renown, 
Tri, Sir, I came here onno (ach falſe deſign 
Nor is that Monarch any King oi mine: þ 
Though I have ſerv'd that Kingdom tweaty years, 
But of thatlong apprentiſhip appears 
No fruit, but loſs of bloud and many ſcars, 
And ſome ſmall fame got by ſucceſs in Wars, 
And now grown old and poor, ifI defire 
To ſerve ſome other Monarch, or retire, 
May n't I my ſervice as I pleaſe beſtow? 
Hard fate of Souldiers 1' it muſt be ſo, —— 
Ch, And had'ſt thou fuch a low efteem of me, 
That I would entertain thy Vilany ? 
And doth thy Mercenary Treaſon dare 
Thy fortunes with the falls of Kings repair, 
If from that ſervice did no profit ſpring, 
It was reward enough to ſerve-a King ; 
And for a King 't had been a Souldiers pride, 
For no reward but glory to have died : | 
But ſince for gain, th'aft to my banners fled, 
Thy Treaſon I le reward, and {end thy head 
To Ferdinand, unleſs thou doſt from hence 
Withdraw thy Troops, and fight in his defence. 


' Trivnulils 
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Trivultis goes ont, and emters in haſt, 2 
the D. of Orleance, 


Lew. Sir, they have made a ally from the Town, 
And all the force they have is pouring down, 
The fierce young King dothin the head appear, 
Diſpenſing death, and ſlaughter ev'ry where, 
And what ſucce(s he finds he doth purſue, 
Through all your Squadrons, Sir to ſeckout you; 


2 Enter Mompenſier. > 


Mom, The enemy, Sir, doth your Guards aſſaulr, 
And all thoſe.men that lately did revolt, 
Repent their Crimes, and do your G1:4rds betray, 
W hilſt through your Troops King Ferdinund cuts his way. 
Cb, Go Sacrifice the Villanes at my feer, 
Let 'em my anger feel; whilſt I go meet 
The brave young King, and fince he's hither flown, 
Aﬀord him yet one tryal for his Crown, — Ex, om, 


The-Third AR. 
The Scent of the Fieldcontinues, Enter Trivulito and an Officer, 


Tri. No hopes my ruia'd honour to regain ! 
Off. No hopes ! your men areeither fled.or ſlain ! 
Tri, This was the ambuſh of ſome curſed ſtar, 
That envyed all the fame I got in war. 
Both Kings diſdain me, and I've loft the day, 
And all my hopes, —- my fame's dam'd every way, 
One ſcorns my Sword : The other my defence, 
Charles (lights my aid, Ferdinand my penitence. 
Bur ah: ! there's yet ſome hopes on yonder Hill 
I ſee King Ferdinand's banners waving ſtill. 
Off, And [ deſcry on yonder riſing ground, 


A Prince with armed throngs encompa ſt round, 
E 2 And 
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And Lyon like he ſtrives to get away, 
Or make the Hunters to become the prey. 
By all that at this diſtance I can ſee, 
By Habits, Plumes, and courage it is he, 
Here's one that can inform us, Enter a ſecond officer, 
Tri, Where's the King. 
2,0f. Loft without aid, —encompaſt with a Ring 
Of hot French Cavalry, in yonder Grove, 
Where for defence he did his Troops remove 3 
Finding his paſſage to the Town oppos'4, 
And now with all their Troops he is enclos'd, 
Tri. The King is ſafe, for to his aid I come, 
With theſe few Troops Ile yet reverſe his doom, 
And now the bloudy fate of Charles is near, 
And ſee, the Valliant Piince of Salere here. 


{Enter Prince of Salerne,$ 


Tri, Welcome thou fate of Kings ! what power divine 
Sent thee to raiſe thy own renownand mine, 
Our ſtars are penitent ! In yonder ſhade 
They've Lawrels for us hid in ambulſcade, 
To Crown us if we bravely fetch 'em thence, 
Both Kings have there refer'd their great pretence, 
To our deciſion, as we pleaſe we may 
ve Crowns, and rule the fortune of the day 
And Kings deftroy or ſave, —Lets e're we go, 
Reſolve on which we Naples will beſtow, 
Sal. On neither= On my ſelf. 
Ti. I do agree, — 
Sal, They are both equally contemn'd by me ; 
Nor do I fight co give 'em Crowns, but Tombs, 
Tri, They both ſhall dyes we will decree their dooms 5. 
We fall on Charles to raiſe our ſinking fame, 
And ſave young Ferdinand for anafter-game, 
Sal. Purſge thy fortune, I'le deftroy or Gave, , 
As1, and not as Men or Gods would have, J 
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In the high chace of fame, T'lenot be ſhewn 

W hat way to take, but will purſue my own, 

I bate both Kings and firmly have decreed, 

Both by my Sword ſucceſſively ſhall blecd, 

But in the field, I le a brave death afford 

To Charles,who ſeems moſt worthy of my Sword : 
The other is by tortune brought too low, 

His life, on 1/abel, in pity I le beſtow. 


The Scene is drawn, and there is preſented 4 thick Grove 
filled with Armed men, Battalions ſurrounding it t 4 
diſtance, ont of which comes Ferdinand and «Aſcanis 


with a party, 


Ferd, All the remainder of my Army gone 
And lett me ia this high exigent alone > 

Aſc. Sir, they areall revolted, ſlain or fled, 
Mixt with the French, the Rebeis or the dead: 

Ferd. Then I perceive 
I've tempted my high deſtiny too far, 

Wading too boldly in the depths of War ;. 

And 'tis but Valours Herifie to flye, 

At myſteries of fame that are too high, 

And Monarchs though high Prieſts of fame they be, 
Have nor in arms Infallibility, 

Bur if I have err'd in courage, tis to you 

My brave Aſcenis, 811 the blame is due, 

Aſc. TomeSir! 

Ferd, Yes, thou, fought'ſt with ſo much flame; 
Thou mad'ſt chy Monarch jealous of his fame 
Ruſhing where e're I could moſt danger ſee, 

Oaly in honour toout-rival thee. 

Aſc, I only fought in duty Sir, to bear 
Offall thoſe wounds you ſought ſome little ſhare; 

Ferd, I this thy King thy Courage diſapprovess 
Tho:1 ought'ſt to ſave the man, thy Monarch loves, 
And not ſoeafily expoſe to 'are, ” 
What Monarchs valueat the hizhcſtrate, 


# 
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Aſe.Subjecs or Kingdoms are but trifling things, 
When laid together in the (cale with Kings, 

Ferd, In this diſpair what ſhall's refolve upon, 
To ſtay or cut our paſſage to the Town, 

Aſc, Sir, their whole Army doth the Grove ſurround , 
All we can do, is to maintain our ground. 

Ferd Why ae they at a ſtand, and makes ſtay, 
Guarded like hunt. Lyons at a Bay. - 

Off.” Tis ſaid their King commands um to forbear, 
He ſaith your perſon is too great a ſhare 
For common Swords, a purchaſe ſo Divine 
As a Kings due, to's own he doth deſign, 
And ſee he comes! — 

Ferd, 'Tishe! ſtandby meall! 
Ta chis great hour ſhall France or Naples fall. 


Enter Charles, Lews, 
Momp. and Guard, 


{Charles ſtops, and wiews Ferdinand, 3 


Ch. Ha! my fierce enemy thus left alone, Aſide, 

And by wild fortune at my mercy thrown, 

Me thinks a braver man have not ſeen, 

He views his fate, with an nndaunted meen 
And with ſuch pride maiscains his fatal ground, 
As if my Army came to ſee him Crown'd 
Heav'n'! Thar I could recall that fatal breath, - 
W hich raſhly ſwore ſo brave a Princes death. 

Ferd, Ha ! is this he that muſt enjoy my Throne, . aAſide, 
Ye Powers! your favours have been well beſtown: | 
Could I have chote the Prince that muſt invade 
My Throne, no oiher choice I would have made ; 

Scorning that any Princeleſs brave then he, 
Should e're aſpire tobe my enemy. 
Ch, King Ferdinand your fate hath been ſevere, 
Throughall my Squadrons to condadct you here 
With feign'd ſucceſſes ro deride your Sword, 
And then no ſafety to your life afford 
For now you muſt with ſpeed your Sword reſign, 
Elſe as I've won your Crown your lite-is mine, 
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Ferd, My fate in this what I defir'd hath done, | 
Here -njoy the conqueſt I have won, | 
And hee triumph, and whilſt I this retain, Shews hi Sword, 
Our lives and Crowns on equal terms remain z | 
But by the care you of my life have ſhewn, 
You ſeem to doubt the. ſafety of your own, 
Glad it I would this dang'rons Sword refign, 
W hich threats your life, whil'ft you are begging mine. 
Ch. King Ferdinand, 'twere more generous to ſpare 
Theſe haughty words to him, who ſhall forbear 
To uſe his Sword on one hecan chaſtile, 
And tread on him, who at his mercy lyes, 
Were y inthe head of Armies you ſhould ſee, 
In halfe this time I'de try your gallantry 
But for that high conteſt you'r brought too-low, 
And now ſay what you will, Vle pity ſhow, 
Ferd, How, pity me ! whencedo's this bafeneſs ſpring, 
To talk of Childiſh pity toa King > | 
Kings falls are glorious like the ſetting Sun, 
And Crownsare ſplendid when they are trampled on; 
And ſince this ſecret is to thee unknown, 
Thou merit ſt not the glory of thy own. 
And for the blaſphemy thy Tongue ha's ſaid, 
To revenge Kings Tle ſnatch it from thy head, 
Ch. Are you ſome God that you can wonders do? 
Ferd, Can none but Gods the mighty Char!es ſubdue 2 
Ch. That humane valour muſt be ſtrangely great, 
\V hoſe ſingle Sword whole armies can defear, 
Ferd, You'l to the refuge of your Army flye ! 
Ch, A King may ſhun anangry Deity, 
Bur valiant Ferdinand, do not tempt your fate, 
Lerg's find ſome way to end this high debate: 
Princes like you unfortunately brave, 
Ic is my glory to oblige and ſave. 
Ferd, If you'r inclin'd troend this fatal ſtrife; 
And return-home in ſafety, beg your life. 
'Ch. 1 muſt nor this high infolence forgive, 
Heav'as ! He'l not {uffer me to ler him live.. 
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A generovs pity long has held my hand 

But my wrong'd fame do's now your life demand. 
Though *gainſt my glory you have nought co ſtake, 
Yet of theſe odds I'le no advantage make 

Bur end the warlike game I have begun, 

And for this Crown which I have fairly won, 


Here in the face of the whole Kingdom fight, 


And till the combates done, diſclaim my righr, 

Aſc, Rather then tribute pay to his renown, 
Sir, let us force your paſſage to the Town, 

Ch. .Yes, you ſhall dye, for I have (worn — 
Who c're 1 find poſleft of Naples Crown 
Shall dye, it of the houſe of Arragor. 
This vowl in my fathers life cime made, 
When I decreed this Kingdom to invade, | 
Nay, and this Sword, -——- 
Was then made ſacred to the high deſign 
Of rooting out the Arragenian Line, 
And now you dye, and dye by none but me, 
Out of reſpe& co Kingly dignity, 

Ferd, If you have made that vow 
To your dead father, and the Pow'rs above, 
Employ your Army leſt you perjur'd prove; 

Ch, Let fall your braving Vein, leaſt all that hear, 
SuſpeR y* indeavour todilguiſe your fear, 

Ferd. My fear ! Wert thou a god I would not bear 
So rude a word, and none that mortal are 
$hall dare to think it, —— 

Ch, Now l find you'r brave; 
Butafter all, mayn't I your friendſhip have. 

Feyd, Yes, Charles I give it thee, and as to him, 
W hom only upon Earth I can eſteem : 
And if thy Valour dooms me not to live, 
I freely ſhall thy generous Sword forgive, 
And dye thy friend, and thank the Heay'ns and thee g 
For my brave fate, and brayer enemy. 

Ch, Let's with imbraces then my valiant iriend, 
Begia that frienadihip which too ſoon muſt end. 
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Lew, The King too grand exceſs of honour ſhews, Charles and 
Mom, He doth, but yer I dare notinterpoſe, Ferdinand 
Aſc, Can there no way be thouzhr on to unite embrace, 
Theſe two greatrival Monarchs, e're they fight, 
W hoſe (ſacred bloud that muſt profuſely flow, 
Our- values all the Crowns the Earth can ſhew, 
ch, Command my Troops ſome diſtance to remoye: To 24omp, 
And let my Guards of Horſe ſurround the Grove, 
On pain of death let not a man preſume 
To interpoſe, what e're may be my doom « 
And if my fortune does my fall decree, 


Pay him the Loyalty you owe to me, Lewis and 
\Ferd, ith what large Wings his glory takes her flight, Momp, go 
And leaves my fainting honour out of ſigh. ont. 


The two Kings are preparing to fight, 2nd ave interrupted 
by a noiſe of Arms without, and Momperſicr re-enters. 


Mom, Great Sir, a noiſe of arms from yonder Hill, 
Doth all your $quadtons with diſorder fill, 
Ch. Hiſt, meet '\um with my Troops, whilſt we conclude, 
E tetheſe new fighters on our ground intrade Enter Lewis in haſt; 
Lew.Sir,from the vaults of yonder ſpreading Wood, 
O'rh' ſudden ope's new Scenes of War and blood, s 
Their rallyed Troops new courages diſplay, 
And demand back the triumphs of the day, 
Some th'old revolted General does head ; 
But the moſt daring are by Salleyne lead: 
He and the General unite their Force, 
And break through all your Pikes and Guards of Horſe, 
Ferd. Shall I my Crown to ſlaves and Rebels owe > 
Vilains ! Proffers to go out and is ſtald by Charles, 
ch, Hold valiant friend ! IT beg you ſtay ! 
Ferd> Your lite'sin danger Sirg with this delay, 
Ch, And ſo is yours, thoſe horrid ſlaves defign, 
No doubt, to take your lifeas well as mine 
For all their rage from deſp'ration ſprings, 
And they hate all that bear the name of Kings. 
F 
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Ferd, My Sword ſhall teach *'um what to Kings they owe, 
Ch. Rather that duty to my I roops allow, 
Ferd, Perhaps *tis more then all your Troops can do, 
Rather Tle our, and ſave your Iroops and you, 
Ch. Fear not, my Army cn their force withſtand, 
Ferd, And Fm their King, and can the ſlaves command, 
Ch, You may command um then, leave me to fight, 
Ferd. You've had your turn t'o6blige, now 'tis my right, 
which you in juſtice ought not to invade. 
Ch. Weſhall contend till we are both betray d. 
Ferd My Sword ſhall from that danger ſet you free, 
The glory of your deaths deſign'd for me 


 Butnow your lite in honour T'le defend, 


Till we with equal fame our high debate ſhall end, Exit, 
Ch, End it you ſhal}, tor Tleperform my vow ; 
But I le not take your !ife till glories (hall allow : 
Till then this lictle friend{hip I'le receive ; 
But I le prore&t your lite, without your leave, 
Go aid the King, and cut the Rebels down, To an Officer, 
Then with my Army. guard him ſafe to Town, 
Lew, He may get ſafe to Town, bur Sir Ifear 
He will but ſmall ſecurity find there; 
For trembling Nap/es of your armes aſraid, 
Qa their high walls your banners have diſplay'd, 
Willing to pay you the allegiance due 
To th' Crown of France, and own no King but you. 
Ch. Sir, you miſtake, 'tis to my Sword that they 
All their ſubmiſſion and allegiance pay. 
T hoſe who arerais'd to glorious heights of power, 
The Vulgar with implicite faith adore, 
W hiſt noble ſpirits oft diſpute too late, 
And ſo become the Martyrs of the ſtare. 
I'egoreceive the Town in my command, 
puniſh the Traytors, and ſave Ferdinand. > 
Leſt he miſtaken to their refuge flye, 
And by ſome baſe Mechanick Vilane dye, 


_ Scene changes to a Room inthe Palace, Enter 


Falia and Irene. 


Ful, You ſee howall my follies I declare ! 
Oh, do not truſt *um to the moving air z 
For here I kneel, and vow if e're they'r known, 
Tle kil my ſelf,and will the truth diſown, 

Tren, Why ſo, is't ſuch a vile and abje& thing, 
To love a youthfal Conqu'rour, and a King? 

'Tis generous love, and ſhews your courage high, 
That you diſdain forle(s then Kings to dye. 

Ful. Tbut tolove a ſhape, a flying thought, 
A dream, an Image in the fancy wrought ! 

Trew.'T was ſtrange indeed ! but oh !Tlong to hear 
In what bright ſhape this vifton did appear, 

Ful, 'Twas lare laſt night, 
W hen various noiſes flew in ev'ry room 
Throughout the Palace, crying, Charles is come 
And with the mournful ſound of news ſo bad, 

All Eyes were weeping, and all hearts were ſad; 
I co my apartment went, 

Iren. And ſo did I 
To ſuch misfortunes, who could tears deny? 

Fnl, Where for a while contending with my fears, 
My Soul o're flow'd with grief, my Eyes with tears, 
My Heart with love, my Couragewith diſgain, 

My tongue with pray'rs and vows, my head withpain, 
My mind with Charles's Glory and Renown, 
Oppreſt with all theſe weights, I laid me down, 

And liſtened to a gentle ſlumbers call, 

Which huſh thenoiſe, and reconcil'd *um all, 

Iren. And whether then did gentle fleep entice 
Your wandring thoughts? | 

Ful. Toa fair Paradice 
Planted with bright abodes for Heavenly Powers, 
Shaded with pleaſant Groves, perfum'd with flowers, 

FI 
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Cool'd 
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Cool'd with foft winds, which gently walk'd the round, 
Still dancing ro their own Harmontous ſound, 
And to each Grove and Palace did repair, 
And as they danc'd fan'd Odours through the air. 
Iren, From theſe abodes the ſhadow did appear 2 
Fnl, Yes; in a ſhape too bright fur mortal Eyes to bear, 
From his fair brows the glories of a Crown, 
Like dazling ſtreams of day came flowing down, 
To pay their (hining tribute ro his Eyes, 
Ani then rebounding with more Glory, riſe 
In his tern looks, beauty and courage ſtrove, 
Both threatning War, and yet inviting Love 
In all his Stature, Reauty, Garb and Meen, 
Something (o charming, and divine was ſeen g 
Revelling gods might in thoſe beauties play, 
Or dreſs themſelves on ſome triumphal day, 
Ten, Oh!Iam charm'd ! Heavins I can hear no more, 
Angdid you not the God-likethape adore? 

]. ln a ſoft qualme, 1 fel! vpon my knees, - | 
Fainting with love and dying by degtees, | 
My fiaking Spirit ready to withdraw ; 

Which when (me thought!) the Royal ſhadow ſaw, 
With a ſoft voice he cryed, ſee, ſee, ſhe dyes, 
And geatly came, and kiſt my clofing Eyes. 
Tren. Oh Heavens ! that I could ſucha viſion ſee, 
Or dreaming ſo, dream to Eternity, 
Ful, Then rai:'d with wo: ds and kiſſes ſo divine, 
Me thought he claſp'd his Royal band in mine, 
And in my rapture lead meall along, | 
O're flowry Greens, and through a Martial throng, 
Toa fair Temple in a ſhady Grove, 
= Pilgrims vificed the ſhrines of love, 
ithout 'twas all beſet with ſh:des of night, 
Within beſpangled with Celeſtial Light, 
Me thoughts I figh'd ! 
Iren, But ſure you would not wake, I 
You would not ſucha pleaſant dream forſake, t; 


Fl. Not till a ſacred Priefts by his commands, 
Had at a Chtiſtal Altar joyn'd our hands. 
iren. Love courted you, diſguiſed in Maſquaradey 
Bur yet 
How came this Mask within your fancy playd, 
W here no Machines of love before were brought, 
To move and raiſe the pleaſant Scenes of thought? 
F#l. I had been frail before, I oft had fate, 
A:d heard my (ſiſter 1ſabe/ relate 


Theeglories of that King : — Had ſeen his Picture too, 


An? my heart ſnatcht new flames at every view : 
But ſee ! Eu phemia comes, and in her eyes 
Diſcovers grief, and in her meen ſurpize, 
Ah! thy unhappy Meſluage quickly ſay, 
Exph.Madam undone, the King has loſt the day, 
An i now diſtreſt, and by his toes ſubdu'd, 
is by his own rebellious ſlaves purſu'd, 
Znl Oh Heavens!where will my Royal Brother flye! 
Euph, Heaven knows ! this curſed Ciry does deny 
To ſave their King, nay, rather are ar ſtrife, 
W hich way they ſhall diſpoſe his ſacred life. 
2ul, Oh curſed Tray tors ! OhT taint with fear, 
Tren, Benot diſtutb'd ſo muchat what you hear, 
Angels will be his guard : —— But ſee the Queen, 


$ Enter Iſabella, Cornelia, Portis, Sylvia 


I fear ſhe is preparing to to be gone, 
Eupb. All her retinue Madam left the Town 
Some hours ago, 
Tres, 1hat I had lefr it to, when firſt 1 came, 
Or going now could leave behind this lame, 
1ſab, How, not a Letter not 3 Meſſage. yet, — 
From theproud King, doth he my name forget? 
Unconſtant Charles! thaiſt made my Honour bleed, 
To take thy life were an Heroick deed, 
- Cor, The Dutcheſs highly doth her ſtatereſent, 
Her Soul is filled with haughty diſcontent, 
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Enter Euphemla® 


Exit, 


Exil, 


Aſide, 
Aſiae, 
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- For what it is, her ſiveiling heart doth grieve, 
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Iſat. Madam, my grief is troubleſome 1 fear, 
I beg your pardon if I leave you here, 
My ſorrow doth a ſhare on you impoſe, 
And ſorrows flatter'd ri.ore umperious grows, 
P.r. My Princeſs is ciſturb'd, and I perceive 


Iſab. Portia , the Jewels which from France I broughe | 
And thoſe were ſent jrom thence let 'um be (ought. Exit, | 
Por, Madam, they ſhall. 
I chought from whence this mighty grief did ſpring, Aſide Exit Por, 
She do Sreſent th' unk.adneſs of the King. 
| Cor, Now toaliay her ſorrows ſhe is gone, 
I havegor freedom to diſcourſe my own, 
Ah! Ferdinand how much I pity thee; 
And thought my kindneſs thou (halt never (ee, 
To my own bleeding heaart is ſadly known, 
T hole pains witich honour now forbids to own, 
Unhappy ſtorm that did me here conveigh, 
And ſav'd my Fleet, but caſt my heart away, 


C Enter Ferdinand, Aſcanio, and Gentlemen with } ; 
C frawn Swords , vizaraea, aud mufled in their g 
S Clokes, at their entrance the Ki ng and Aſcanio 

{ fling of eff their Clokes and Vizards, 


Cor, But ſee ! the King is here ! and in diſguize, 
All his own Gates afraid of a ſur prize.  Aſeanio diſcourſes 
And now my laſt and fatal hour is nigh, . | mb trene 
Which will my love and all my couragetry. 

_ Ferd, Madam, my fate hath my hard Sentence paſt, 
And now I come to offer up my laſt 
Devotion ro the ſhrine which I adore, 
And where perhaps | ne're ſhall offer more; 
For all thoſe glories I am doom'd tolooſe, 
Which might my high aſpiring flame excuſe : 
But now uncrown'd, I muſt no mote purſue 
T he envyed giory of adori 12 you, 
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Cor. Sir, ſince you firſt was pleas'd to talk of love, 
You know | all occaſions did remove, 
From treating wi'you, on a deſign fo vain, 
Which I in honour ne're couidentertains 
For though as Sovereigns we equals are, 
. And (o you had noreaſon for deipair z - 
Yet zs a Widdow Queen, thar lately paid 
Her ſolemn ſorrow to the Royal ſhade 
Ot her dead Lord, I {urely muſt reprove, 
All new addrefles of a tecond love, 
Fer, Theſe {orms of ſorrow may a while remain; 
But ſhall the dead over the living Reign ? 
T hey in the other wocld their joys receive, 
Muſt we not ſhare in this without their leave ? 
Cor. The dead but abfent are, and out of fight, 
Shall they for a ſhort avfence looſe their right? 
It ro your memory my tears were due, 
You would not have me be unjuſt to you, 
But --—- 
'Tisnot my temper Sir, this may convince! 
T'inſult at all o'rea dejeRted Prince. 
No, Sir I've found a ſhelter in your Port; 
ReſpeR from yv, and honour in your Court, face, 
For which I would ingratitude reſtore 
Your ruin'd fortunes, were it in my power : 
Bur how can ſh? ſupport anothers Throne, 
Who is depos d and banitht from her own 2 
A ciſt:eſt Queen, who ſince the old King died, 
Have been too much oppreſt on every fide, 
The Egyptian S Itans threating every hour, 
T'invade my Kingdom with their mighty power, 
And none to guard me from this threatned fate, 


But my good fathers, the Venetian ſtate, Ironice.- 


Who wiſely did adopt men deſign, 

My falling Crown r'entice me to refign, 
Thither I go, forc'd by a fare ſo rude, 

To ſpend my days in pious folirude. 

Then, Sir, fince I ſhall never ſee you more, 


May Heaven your Royal tamily reſtore, Ang: 


Puts her Handkey- 
chief before her 
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And that I may a little grateful ſeem, 

You ſhall not want my prayers, nor my eſteem, 
Ferd, Ah Madam ! now you ſhew your generous mind, 

You pity moſt, where moſt diſtreſs you find, 

Your timely bounties ſuccour the forlorn, 

When all his dying patience was out-worn, 

I feel a pleaſing exrafie of joy, 

W hich does all preſent ſenſe of grief deſtroy, 

Bnt ah! how ſoon will all my painrecurn, 

W hen Iſhall think I muſt for ever mourn © 

To air its Wings love takes a ſoaring flighr, 

And then muſt fall in endleſs ſhades of night, 


$ Enter a Gentleman in haſt. 3 


Gen, The King ! The King ! You'r loſt Sir if you ſlay, 
The traitrous Rabble will your life betray 
Or elſe in Chains your Royal perſon bring 
A Preſent to the new t1wumphant King, 
Fer. Alas Poor men ! it is no news to find 
Fear, driving all che Herds of lower mankind 
Thetimerous Hare will o're the Hunters leap, 
W hen ſhe'as no other way for hereſcape, 
Could there no other means for ſafety be, 
Theſe would betray their God as well as me. 
Tres, And will you have poor wanderers in mind ? 
No my Aſcanio, when the fleeting Wind 
Ha's ſnarcht us hence, my Soul may bid adieu 
To this fare Shore, to hopeleſs love and you. 
Aſc, D'ye think I will commit a Crime fo great ? 
Can humble Yotaries their Saints forget, 
To vw hoſe fair Images they hourly pray, 
W hoſe ador'd ſhrines they viſit every day ? 
M; dear, my faireſt Saint, to think of thee 
Shall :1] my pleaſure and devotion be : 
But w! y thould we deſpair to meet again ? 
Ire, Yes, we may meet, but Heav'n knows where ot when ! 
Aſc. T hen you may ſtay behind, 


Tren, 
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Iren. And you may go! —— 
Aſc. W hat to forſake my King? That were below 
The faithful Subje& I have ever been. 
Iren. And t'were as bad for me to leave my Queen; 
But when I'm gone I ſhall lameanc in vain, 
Your Heart ſome happier love will entertain, 
Idye to think ! | 
Aſc, Byall that's good I (wear! 
Ireu, Oh my imperious grief I cannot bear ! 
New pangs and ſorrows do befiege my heart, 
Likethoſe of death, —whenSoul and Body part, — 
Aſc. Sheſwouns! She ſwouns in hs Arms. 
Ferd, 1 now like tortur'd Souls look op with pain, 
On joys of Angels which 1 can't obtain. 
They from thoſe Viſions fly to deep deſpair, 
And I from joys of love to Bloud and War 
For if fxom friends I any aid can find, 
In lomebrave death T'le eaſe my wounded mind, | 
Come Madam, fince my heavy doom is paſt, —— To Cor. 
As men.condem'd to Execution haſt, 
To eaſe their Souls of weight they cannot bear 
Ofgriefs unknown,which more then death they fears 
So give me leave to haſt thoſe joys away, 
W hich are but torment whilſt they vainly ſtay. 
And thus that wealth I co the winds reſtore 
They lent awhile, and ne're will lend me more, Ex.0m, 


Aſide. 
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-ACTIV. 


\ he Scene the Town if Naples,and enter Prince of F 


Salerne and Trivnltie, muffied in their Cloaks, 
and dilonized. 6 


Sal, [4 Ow? March in pomp, and triumph through the Town, 
VV hilt I that name, which threatned Kings diſown ? 
Muſt I be buried thus alive, whilſt he 
Advanc'd by Fortunes ſervile flattery, 
Marches in ſtate to meet the haughry charms 
Of herT love, and revel in her arms ? 
Damn'd be this tame diſguiſe, —— I will appear, 
And Charles from th' arms of Love and Fortune tear, 
Tri, Hold, Let not Valour, Sir,your life betray; — Sal. offexs f0 90, 
Nor demand debts which fortune cannot pay. " 
I know his triumphs to your Sword are dues, —— 
ut, — 
Sal. But what > - do'ſt thou adore his fortune too? 
Tri, How I adore it » — No Sir, curs'd be he, 
T hat ſhall deny by any creachery 
To take that life he to our Swords do's owe; 
When fortune ſhall a fair occaſion ſhow : 
But 1I'de not dunne my Scars when they are poor, 
And lo gain nothing but inrage *um more. 
Sal, It Bankrupt fortune's poor, Te fall cn thofe, 
On whom? profuſely ſhe my wealth beſtows. 
Charles has my Miſtreſs, do's my triumphs wear, 
My wealth's in's hands, and Te arreſt it there. 
Tle kill him, 
Oaly to let th'imperious woman ſee 
The arrogant folly of diſdaining me. — Offers again to go. 
Tri. Hold, fince you'l go! -— let us our fortunes joyn, 
Tle ſhare ith glo:y of this great defign ; 
Bcfides th* revenge to my loſt fame is due, 
I've ſome concetns of love as wellas you, 


© — 


For 
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For F#/'1a, I along hid flame have born, 
Though T've ſuppreſt it ; 
Knowing too well the Arragonian (corn, 
Who to my Sword have paid ſo (mall regard, 
they thought their ſervice was its own reward, 
But now I le clear the ſcores another way ; 
Her beauty all my old arrears ſhall pay, | 
Sal.She's thine!there's nothing ſhall be leſt nadone, 
That may briag down the pride of Arrazoz, G 
Tri, Let's go then,whilſt our raging blood do's bail, —— 
W hilſt the French Guards, weried with this days toyl, 
Diſperſt in quarters to their reſt betake, 
All but whom Luſt or Wine may keep awake; 
Whilſt they in pleaſure, or repoſe engag d, 
Our friends alarm'd and the Town en:aged, 
We'l goto tl! Palace in ſecure diſguize, 
Sal.No mote! —- I ſcorn to kill him by (urpiize! 
WhatTIleattempr, Ile doin open day, 
And let his Guards and Genius (top my way ;: —— 
Then it I live or dye, deſtroy or ſaye, 
Sncceſs or death will equally brave, —— Exit, 
Tri. This high ungovern'd flame I muſt allay,,— 
I ſeek revenge ; —— 
But then I'de ſeek it the fecureſt way, 
But Heav'ns ! W hich way ſhall this great deed be wrought, 
My Soul is loſt ina wild maze of thought! 
But yet I le boldly on. -— »þ 
He who through dang'rous ways do's fate purſue, 
Muſt not the depths of precipices view: 
But with high courage, and a bold addreſs, 
Spur on, and leave to fortune the ſucceſs, -—— Exit, 


A 


$ The Scene changes to @ Room of State, Enter 
Charles, Lewis, Mompenſier, Guard, p 


Ch, Gone toattend the Queen, — 
Lew, Toguard her hence! 


Ch, What need of Guards, where there's no violence: 
Ga _  Deſign'd? 
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Deſign'd ? — 
Mom, He fear'd leſt the Venetian Fleet 
Might from your Galleys ſome obſtruion meet ! 
Ch. Going to ſerve a Queen;zregain his Crown, 
To raiſe my Honour, and repair his own, 
Could he fuſpe& my Fleet would ſtop his way ? 
No,——-rather all my Galleys ſhall conveigh 
The King to any port, where heincends 
 Totry his fortuge, or has hopes of friends, 
Lew.Going with thoſe, whoſe maſters have decJar'd 
Themſelves your Enemies, be juſtly fear'd 
Your anger Sit | —— 
Ch, He did ! —- That treacherous ſtate, 
Has diſoblig'd me at the higheſt rate, 
Havebroke their faith with me, and out of fear, 
And envy to my rifing glories here, 
Creep into Leagues, and private friendſhips courr, 
That I might fire their Galleys in the Port : — 
Bat ſince they attend the Queen —— 
Tle ſpare their Galleys, and reprieve the doom 
- Of char falſe ſtate, cill my returning home 
But to the Queen —— | 
Command my Admiral that he honours pay, — To 4n Officer, 
And whilſt ſhe ſtays her orders to obey. — who goes ont, 
Mom, But dares, great Sir, the falſc Yenetzan ſtate 
Abuſeyour friendſhip 2 — 
Ch. That we'l now debate! -— 
Charles ſeats himſelf, and enter 4 Secretary with _ 
Sand diſpatches, 
Ch. Not only they, — bur all 
Th Italian Princes are in Councel fate, 
Each fears toloſe his little Coroner, 
Nay, by th' Intelligence I've now receiv'd, 
All Kings and ſtates with my ſucceſs are griev'd, 
Doubting themſelves, and knowing not how high 
Ambition raiſed, with viRory may fiye, 


& 
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Rome, CMillane, Venice, Germany and Spatn, 
With all che lictle Princes they can gain, 
Areall in bonds of ſtri& allyance tied, 
To check ( as they pretend ) my growing pride, 
That I muſt now make war on halfe mankind, 
And gain that Empire which I ne'te deſign'd, 
Mom, Rome perjur'd too ? 
Cb. Yes, Vexuce, Millane, Rome, 
Agreeto intercept my paſſage home, 
Are arming Frontiers, raiſing Troops with (peed g 
VV hich the fam'd Duke of Martus mult lead, 
The great Gonzaga, one whoſe tame is high, 
And on his conduct they do all rely. | 
Lew. Sir, thatan envious and Mechanick ate, 
Whoſe Nature is, Crown'd heads to fear and hate, 
A Princes glory thus ſhould undermine, 
I not admire ; — but ſuch a low deſign, 
That Rome ſhould aid 2 —— 
Momp. And joyn with Sforza too, —= 
A batbrous Prince, who did his hands embrae, 
In his young Maſters bloud, — and baſely made 
Our wars his opportunity; to invade | 
His Life and Crown, and a& his villanies ! 
Ch. That bloudy Traytor Sforza Ile chaſtile ! 
Bur now that Rowe (honld joynin league with-theſe, 
When for his fame had given me hoſtages, 
Enrages me ! —— 
Lew, You muſt be times diſperſe 
T heſe gatheringClouds that threaten ſtorms ſo fierce, 
Mom, Firſt ſhake your Rods o're th' Zeclefpaſtick Chair ! 
That buſy-headed-prieft, you muſt not ſpare. 
Heis Heavens Uſher in che worlds great School, . 
Oaly to teach, for Kings have higheſt rule, 
ch, Whar 're his Office or Commiſſion be, 
T'le make Rome know his duty now to me, 
He ſhall not baffie Kings, under pterence, 
Withall Heavens Laws his Office can diſpence; 
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He {wore me faith ! and if the powet's divine 
Slight their own honour, none ſhall ſport with mine, 
Cozen of Or/eaxce march tonight away, 
With all my chciceſt men! —— 
Zew, Sir, one nights ſtay 
Your wearied men for reſt would humbly crave. 
Ch. Thenlet 'um ſhort agd gentle marches have : 
But movethisevening, though you march not far z 
For expedition is thelife of war ! 
Mem. Send not too many for your ſafety ſake, 
Leſt this rebellious Town advantage take, 
And what's ſo deſp'rateas an angry ſlave, 
+ Whenby adventuring herevenge may have ? 
Ch. Leave fifceen thouſand foot ? — Your march dire& 
To Rome — [le follow and no time negle@, Exit Lew, 
W har, did you viſit yet as Ideſir'd, 
The Dutcheſs //abel ? | 
Moms, Sir, ſheretir'd 
\ To her apzrtment, and with haughty pride 
Retains her ſtate, and Viſitants deny'd. 
Ch, Al:s! (he well might have that pride forborn, 
To one that values not her love or ſcorn, . 
She that had ſuch a Monarch in her Chain, 
Would a young petty rival entertain, — 
Makes me contemn the name of Royal ſlave, 
And ſlight the little wounds her beauty gave: 
But now we've ſetled all onr grand affair, 
And the declining gay begins to wear. 
His milder beams let's our, and &Ta while 
The freſher airs for T with thy oil 
Am weaty grown ! —— 
Mom. The Gardens, Sir, are nigh, 
From hence they open to your proſpea lye, 


YA 


\ Charles and Momperfier goont, aud the Scent is drawn, 
and a fair Garden # preſented, Fulia ſitting as aſleep in 
e an eArbeur, Euphemia waiting by, A Sozg nithin, 


Whilſt the Song is ſung, Charles and Mompenſier enters, Charles gazes 


on Fulia, 


The Song |.ng to 7ulia in the Garden. 


H Love | if ere thou'lt eaſe a Heart, 
| That owns thy power Divine, 
T hat bleeds with thy too crnel dart, 
And pants with never ceaſing [mart ; 
T ake pity now cn mine, 

Under the haae, 1 fainting lye ! 

A thouſand tim:s 1 wiſh to dye : 

i at when I find cold death tog nigh, 
1 grieve to loſe my pleaſing pain, 
And call my wiſhes back again. 


But thus as I /at all alone, 
1th ſhady mirtle Grove, 
And te each gentle figh and moan, 
Some neighbouring Eccho gave a groan, 
Came by the man I love. 
Oh! How | ftrove my grief to hide | 
1panted, bluſh d, and almoſt died, 
And did eachtatling eccho chile, 


For fear ſome breath of moving ir, 


S$honuld to bus Ears m 2) ſorrows bear, | 


Yet Ch Ye Powers ! I'd ahe to gain, 
But one poor parting Kits | 
Ard yet T de be on Wracks of pain. 
E're I done T hought or Wihh retain, 
Which Howonr thinks amiſs. 
Thus are poor Maids unkinaly us'd, 
By Love and Natare both abus'd, 
C ur tender Hearts all eaſe refns'd,; 
And when Wwe burn with ſecret flame 
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A1njt bear onr griefs, or die with ſhame. 
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Cb.T me ſtartled, fee ! What divine ſhape is there? 
Some Angel ſure, — no mortal is ſo fir! 
2 "Mom, Some airy Viſſon do's deceive our eyes. 
J Ch, Heavens !like a bright unbodyed Soul ſhe lyes 
 Wraptin aſhape of pure /£therial air, 
To ſome fair body ready to repair. 
Know'ſt thouwhom this bright ſhape reſemblesmoſt? 
Mom, None but the Princeſs F#li2,Sir,dare boaſt, 
Theſe Angel beauties —— 
She to the Dutcheſles apartment came, ; 
Whilſt I was there, theſe beauties are the (ame, 
Ch, The Princeſs 7ul/a ! | 
L Mom, How hiseyes are fixt! —— Aſide, 
ir! 
If any knowledge of your heart I learn, 
You view this lovely ſhape with ſome concern. 
Ch, I do — and muſt acknowledge 
I feel within my heart a paſſion move, 
Like the ſoft pantings of approching love, 
And if from war I could the leaſure gain, 
Th' infinuating gueſt to entertain, 
My heart might be ſeduc'd by one ſo fair 
Tolove, and fix my roving paſſion there ! ——— 
Butto 
Remoter partso'th' Gardens let's repair, 
To take breathings of the evening air, 


T hey go ont Letwixt the Scenes,as into the Garden, and enter 
Joes and Trivultio follow'd by ſeveral, — all habited * 
like the French Guards, 
Tri. So we 'veſecurely paſt in this diſguize, — 
Let's watch a fair occafion for ſurprize. 
Sal, Surprizez— make an alarm,—for he ſhall dye, 
Were all his Gnards, nd his whole Kingdom by. 
Tri. Butletus wait for the approch of night — 
Sal. — Let night be dam'd, — 
PFle kill him now in 7/abella's ſight, 


That 
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Thatevery wound I give him, ſhe may feel; 
And when he's fallen by my revengeful Steel, 
She wildand raving, may his death bemone, 

Tear out his bleeding heart and ſtab her own. 


Seethere, —He walks, — Looks within the Scenes, 
Tri. Silence, — for Heavens ſake. — 
, $41. Nor Heaven, —— 
| Nor Hell ſhall hinder the revenge Tle take, 
; Were death*twixt him and me I would not ſtay,— Goes out 'twixt 
x Tri, YePowers hel our deſigns and lives betray ! the Scenes. | | 
: Haſt, let the Garden Avenues be barr'd, To one of his es i 
Before we give ſuſpition to the Guard, —— followers. | 
Thou to the Poſtern run, where our men wait, To a ſecond 


Onaſign giv'n raid, as in our retreat, =— 

Unlock it with this Key, — and then remove 

Part of our men, to th' private Mirtle Grove, 
Place'um i'th Grotto,by the dark deſcent, 

VVhere we may fiye, if che Frexch Guards prevent 
Our other paſſage !Heavens ! what is't I ſee? 

The Princeſs here !— bleſt opportunity ! 

Now! now's the time 1 you run and aid thePriace, 
You ſtay and help tne to conveigh her hence |! —— 


They 20 out [everal ways, Trivnltio and a party towards 
Fulia, who ſhreiks and rans off theStage,erying, murder ! 
At the ſame time claſhing of Sworas within t heard, 
and immediately euter Charles defending Fulia, and. 
purſued by Salerne , Trivultio and his party; Salerne og 
beating down the Swords of Trivaltis, and the reſt. 


+ cer 
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Sal. Vilanes retire! I do'nt your ſuccours need, 
The Tyrant by my hand alone ſhall bleed ? 
Ch. Thou'*rt brave ! who e're thou art! 
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As Salerne and the ref are going abont 19 aſſault Charles. 
Enter Mompenſicr aud a Guard, ——__—_ all fides of 
the Stage, Crying, Treaſon | and aſsiſt Charles,all af ault- 
ing Salerne, who with Trivaltio are forced off the Stage by 
Charles and the Guard, after which Fulta: recovers her 


ſelf from her ſurprize, 


F*l.Oh Heavens!in what confuſtons have T been, 
With what my heart has felt, my eyes have ſeen © 
Sav'd by the King >- my ruin'd heart's betray'd, 
Intoan ambuſh which my Stars have made. 
Puniſhe for doting on an 3iry ſhape, 

My enſlav'd heart muſt never hope to *(cape ! 

Evuph, Fate ſeems not 
By this ſurprize, your flame to diſapprove, 
Ratherexalts it to a generous love, 

F#l. Butall in vain, 

Euph, A Preaceſs young and fair ! — 
Such youth and beauty's yoursſhould ne're deſpair 

Fol. But when IT love a Prince I ought to hate, 
W hat paſſion can be more unfortunate ? J 


wy ——— 


$ Enter Charles as fromthe Chaſe of Salerne, &e. } 


Fl, But ſee, he comes ! — my yielding ſpirits flye !- 
Help me Enphemen! — or I faint, — and dye! 
Ch, Madam, ! How much am I atham'd, you figd 
Such barbrous treatment here, where I deſign'd 
You withall Honour ſhould beentertain'd ? 
Giving commands, that whilſt you here remain'd 
My ſlaves the ſame reſpeR to you ſhould bear, 
As if the King your father govern'd here. 
Bur fince my guards —— 
Did not this horrid vilany prevent, 
Your own fair mouth ſhall name their Puniſhment; 
Ful, Sir, rather let. 


Thoſe: - 


- Las. fic 
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Thoſe ſlaves of ours (it on are fled) be ſought, 
Who 'gainſt yourlife have this bold Treaſon wrought; 
For Sir, the horrid vilany th'ave done, 
I know my Royal brother will difown, B 
And puniſh too, if he had ſo much power, —— 
And though from the obliging Conquerour, 
By all brave ways he will his Crown redeem, 
For this great at —— 
He will his gen'rous enemy eſteem: 

Ch. Ah, Madam ! though by my unhappy fate 
P've been too much expos'd to your juſt hate, 
And in purſuit of fame, have been betray'd 
To all thoſe wars, —— 
I with the houſe of Arragos have made, 
I now acknowledge I fo vanquitht am, 
That I for ever do renounce the name 
Of enemy, —— 
And do repent the crimes my Sword has done, — 
And at your feet will lay the Crown I've won. 

F#l. Sir, you know beſt your guilt or innocence, 
T ſhall not judge you for your wrong pretence. 
Let Heaven do that to whom our right is known: 
But if my Brother e'reregain his Crown, 
The obligation,now on us you have laid, 
Shall be ſome gen'rous way by him repaid- 


, As Fall is going ,Eharles profſers to lead hey by the ated 
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which ſhe ſeems to refu[e,and withdraws her hana: 41 the 
ſame time emters Iſabells, 


Ifab, As from my eloſe retitement Iwithdrew, 
Me thoughts wild noiſes from the Gardens flew, 
And horrid cryes loud ecchos did repeat, —— 
Has the proud Tyrant ſome diſaſter met £ 
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$ Diſcovers Charles leading Fullawithin the Scenes} 


1ſab. But ha! the Tyrant, and my Siſter there! — 
Oh ! curſed Viſion quickly diſappear ! — 
Ile charm you,be you ſpirits bad or good, — 
Ie rend your ſhapes, I'le circle you in blood, 


{Falia g0es, — and Charles tures, aud ſees {ſabeila,} 


Ch. Ha! 
The Dutcheſs 1ſatel ! 
Tſab, Yes, Sir,'tis I! 
I fear I have diſturb'd your privacy 
It ſo (great Sir! ) I do your pardon crave. 
Ch,” Madam, for that you need no pardon have, 
Since all the Palace is at your command ! 

I{ab, 1m glad my liberty Iunderſtand 5 _—— 
But pray Sir, —— : | 
On your fair Princeſs to'r apartment wait, 

This kindneſs then, we farther will debate. 
_ Ch, Madam, -« your councel 1 do well approve ; 

But none need teach me | 

What duty I ſhould pay to thoſe I love ! 

Iſab. Thou lov'ſt ! « Immortal powers ! with unmov'd brows 

'  Dar'ſtthourelate, how thou contemn'ſt thy vows !_ 
Ch, Thevows : 

To 1/abel of Arragoy 1 made, 

To Millanes Dutcheſs ought not to be paid. 

1{ab, But Millaxes injur'd Dutcheſs ſhall chaſtiſe 

TH” inconſtanc Prince, that dares her love deſpiſe. 
Heavens ! thou inflam | me to ſo great a rage, 
thatnothing but thy bloud ſhall it afſwage, 
Ch. Good Madam, what ſhould this great paſſion mean ? 
Is it becauſe you have inconſtant been, 
And nowinto a fit of rage are flown, | 
To hide thoſe faulcs which you diſdain to own?: 


— 


— 


p : 
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Iſab, Tyrant I never did a crime commit, 
But when my heart did to thy love ſubmit, 
Thy love ? Thy hate1 thy ſcorn ! for which I now 
Would ſtab that heart which would ſo poorly bowe, 
And with falſe Meteors ſo deluded be, 
But charl live to have revenze on thee, 

, Ch, Madam,firſt ſeek revenge on your own ſcorn, 
W hich vainly ſlightedCrowns, you might have worn, 
And your prepoſterous pride, did in my ſtead, 
Advancea puny lover to your bed, 
Who(e little Coroact 

3{ab, Prepoſtetous pride! 
Ch, Yes, «hen for Mllane, Fraxce ſhould be deny'd, 
Iſab, Thou fir'ſt my bloud ! I'm rackt with grief and ſhame, 

Wouldſt thou have had me ſtay, and court thy flame 2 
Thy feign'd addreſſes did not I receive, 

And for thy loytring flame in filence grieve 
Waiting the motion of thy painted fire, - 
Till modeſty compel'd me to retire ? 

Then by a thouſand differing paſſtons lead, 

Was I not forc'd into that Princes bed, 

By (uch commands I durſt not diſobey, 

And by diſtra&ions of more power then they 2? 

And now of him and all my friends beret, 

The Kingdom loſt, and no affiſtance left, 

Oppreft both bv thy faſhood, and thy Sword, 

Doſt thou ſuch recompence as this afford > 

Ch. Madam ! 
Ifab. No more, — no more inſulting Prince ! 

Treat nor a Lady with this iaſolence ! 

Is this your valour ( mighty King ! ) t'oppreſs 

A poor aftl;ted Princeſs in diſtreſs ? 

Go hide thy head with ſhame, and with ſome fear! — 

For know thy fall ! — thy fall, — proud King, is nears 

Th'aſt rob'd me of all my friends, ——— 

Thou ſhalt not rob me of my courage too 

L will do-more thea all our Troops could do,. 
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The gloty of our houſe Fle yet regain, 
Andall thy Laurels in thy bloud I le tain, | ' &xif, 
Ch. Alas poor Lady ! I her pain perceive, 
$he ſees *cis vain for her old ſcora to grieve ; 
And now to ſoften her remor{lleſs fate, 
Flatters her ſelf with pride, revenge and hate. -— 
But ſee Mompefier here, Enter cMomp. 
And by his looks do ſome ill tydings bear, 
Mom, Ah, Sit! —— 
The bearer of ill news, I'm forc'd to be, —- 
Not only the actors of this vilany 
Have ſcap'd our hands, and made a ſaferetreat, 
But in the Harbour the YVexetian Fleet, — 
Ch, How ! do's my Admirall my orders flight, 
Or without leave dares he preſame fight, 
Or ſtop the Fleet, — His boldneſs Ple chaſtiſe, — 
Fire on my Admirall from the batteries 
On him, and all my Galleys till they ceaſe, 
And of King Ferdinand humbly beg for peace, 
Fire on*um, — Haſt, —» 
Mom, Alas ! Sir, all's toolate, 
Both Princes have already met thei fate, 
The Queen — is loſt, — — 
Ch, What waſt thouſaidſt the Queen, — 
Mom, Yes, Sir, her Galley indiſtreſs was ſeen 
Rowing to Land, bur e'reit gain'd the Shore, 
Sunk in the Billows, and was ſeen no more. 
Ch, Oh! fatal accident ! which way ſhall I 
Make ſatisfaQion for this vilany —=  . 
To Heayen, and all that will her bloud demand, 
And which is more to injur'd Ferdinand > —— 
Mom.Sir, twas the King himſelf did firſt engage, 
Fir'd with a haughty and ungovern'd rage, | 
To ſee his Fleet confin'd, and yours contronl 
The Shore along the Channel, and the Mole, 
And he muſt at your Admiralls pleaſure ſtay, | 
He ſought through bloud, and flame to.make his way, — | | 
And had deſtroy'd your Fleet, — | 
Had 
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Had not the news of the Queens loſs done more, 
Then Bullets could to ſave it from his power z 
For with thenews be fell, — and with him —« 
Vieoty fell, his Galteys ſunk with fear, 
And all his Scenes of trfumph diſappear; 
And fortune, whom his valour had conſtrain'd, 
Stole from his Sword, and liberty regain'd, — 
And now 
After the wonders which his $word had wrought, 
Heis among guards aſhore, a priſoner brought. 
Ch; Apriſoner, — my Admirall dyes for this! —— 
With a ſtrit guard aſhore the vilane bring ! To one that waits, 
Thou with a Train go meet the injur'd King, —« — To Momp, 
Wait his commands, pay all ſubmiſſions due 
To his high quality and valour too, 
Declare my innocence, his pardon crave, 
And whilſt he ſtays, let him all honours have, —— Exit, 
Mom, With how much glory theſe two Kings contend, 
Each others generous enemy, and friend, 

My King 

To Ferdinands Crown, and friendfhip do's lay fiege, 

And ſtrives at once to conquerand oblige: 

But Ferdinaxd judges it a greater thing, . 

To ſubdue Heaven and Fortune, then a King... 
But ſee! he comes, — and ha! | Enter Ferdinand and 
A weighty grief hangs on his Royal brow, A [camo brought «s 
His mighty Soul do's to his ſorrows bow 1 Priſoners by the 

Ferd, Cornelia dead, what is't I havedone! Guard, 
My fair Cornelia, whicher arc thou gone ! 
Cceleſtial ſhade! It yer there may not be 
Too many Clouds 'twixt my dark Soul and thee, 
Look down, and ſee my grief, and oh | forgive 
That fatal pride, which would nor let thee lives 
But rather would to fate thy life expoſe, 
Then take one kindneſs from my conquering foes : 
Tam thy murderer, and at my hand, . 
( Fair Queen! ) chou muſt thy guiltleſs bloud demaad ; 
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Nor ſhalt thou ask in vain, and be deny'd 
His wretched life by whom Corzelia dy'd ; 
Rather new torments for my felt I'le find, 
And dying, beg the curſe of all Mankind, 
Mom. His ſorrow do's his Royal Soul oppreſs, — Momp, beckens 


That *ris no time, I find for my addreſs. away theGuard 
Aſc. Now he begins his paſſions co diſcloſe, 
And no, alas ! I dare not interpoſe! —— Afeae. 


Ferd, For the Weens body let all ſearch be made, 
And when hes found, and I've appeas'd her ſhade, : 
Interre us in ſuch decent ſtate, —— | 
As may our Royal qualities become, 

And lay us both together in one Tomb, 

This kindneſs to thy care I recommend —— To Aſc, 
Thelaſt, thou e're ſhalt pay thy King and friend, 

To ſtoop to C-arles my ſpirit is too high, 

ThovughifIask'd it, he would not deny, | 

That friendly a& ; for I have found him brave, | 
And this is all che recompence I crave 

Of him, or of the angry pow*rs above, 

For my loſt Crown, and unſuccesful love, Ex. 0m 


mm 


AGT:Y. 


$ Enter Enphemia with a light \condutting Falia,} | 


Emnpb, OJ) Madam ! Fly from hence, I've over heard f 
Your Siſters dark defigns, and now a Guard 
Of her own ſlaves, are coming here with ſpeed, 
Tobring you to hands, alive or dead, 
Ful. Oh Heavens ! What ſhail Ido ? 
Enpb, This. — This way fly, —-— 
Fle thew you where you may in ſafety lye, 
And over- hee: her talk aloud, and rave, 
And vow to Heaven, what deep revenge ſhe'l have. Ex, 


Several 
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Several paſs over the Stage, as in ſearch of Fulia :} 
The Scene changes to I[abella's apartment, enter þ 
Iſabella followed by the ſame that paſt over the j 


"St 4% 

Iſab. How, fled £ Then I'm betray'd, — 
W hich og you Vilanes have this Treaſon wrought * 
Te have your blouds if ſhe's not quickly brought, They £9 0ut 
But, Heavens, I ſee! — 
All Vermin froma falling Palace run, 
And love to ſport in the warm riſing Sun, 
Though I to flatter fate have ſtoopt fo low, 
To ſeek Trivultio's aid,and Salerne's too; 
They now deſpiie me, —— 
And I who was obey'd, ador'd by all, 
Muſt helpleſs ſtand, and ſee my Temples fall, 


$ Enter Trivultioin diſguiſe, Þ 


Iſab. Ha! — What creeping thing art thou * — He &ſcovers, 
Trivultio) — Dullleaden fellow | — | 
Why haſt thou torrur'd me with thy long ſtay, 

Ive been on tedious wracks with thy delay, 

And wracks with leſs impatience I could bear, 

Were thy Troops mine, bright day ſhould now appear, 

From the fir'd Towa, which ſhould in aſhes lye, 

E re theleaſt beam of day ſalutes the Skie, 

E're times leaſt Acome Charles ſhould be uncrownd ! 

His murder'd Guards intheir own gorelye drown'd ! 

Heat my feet, p:oftrate and bleeding lye, 

Begging vain pity irom my ſcornful eye, 

His trembling ſpirit ready to depart, 

Tears in his eyes, my Dagger in his heart, 

Tri. I ſtay'd to prepateall things e're I came, 

Aad to'entice Salerxe here with hopes of fame, 

And with much calk prevail'd with him to. come, 

And gave him Keys tothe dark paſſage room, 
| I 
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And Vaults throvgn Which I came, —— 
Iſab, What did you ſay 
Prevail'd with him my orders to obey >? 
Tri, Yes Madam, for he now do's proudly own, 
He values nought but glory and renown. . 
I{ab What, does he value glory mote then me !'® 
Or can there any higher Glory be 
Then dying at my command ? 
Go, kill the flave, — Ler him the glory looſe, 
Since he the ways of fame no better knows ! 
Tri, Yes, — when he's (erv'd your intereſts let him dye ; 
But with his pride, we muſt a while comply, 
Or rather with his fortune, fincethe Town 
Rebels,and Bandits do his Inrereſt own, 
For on the news, —- 
That the French Troops were on their march from hence, 
Only ſome tew, left for their Kings defence. 
A Bandit came racquaint him, 
T hat fifty Troops under Y:ſavime lay, 
Who might be here ſome hours e're bieak of day, 


_ Andit hepleas'd would all their fellows bring, 


To murder the French Guards,andCrown himKing, 
Tab. Toa flives fortune muſt I humbly bowe, 
W har do's the pride of fate ſubje me too >? 
Tri, Madam he comes, — command your ſelf awhile, Exter Sal. 
And ſooth his paſhon witha ſeeming ſmile. | 
Iſab, Salerne |! — Though thou haſt long a Rebel been, 
And all thar's infamous, — Yet I have ſeen 
In thy attempts, a mind ſo bold and brave, 
That for thy courage ſome efteem 1 have ! 
Not that Ile flatter or delude thy fate ; 
For know thy birth I ſcorn, thy perſon hate: 


| Bur yet thy flaming ſpiric I eſteem, 


And would thy name from infamy redeem : 
And therefore qu: of pity do deſign, 

To honour thee with ſome commands of mine, 
provided ſtill thou do ſubmiſſive prove, 
And firſt repent thy bold ambitious love. 


- The Invaſion of Naples by the French. 


Sal, Was it for this you did entice me here, 
Only tolet your inſolence appear : 
I thought Your ſoaring ſpirit was brought down, 
T'expreſs ſome ſorrow for the pride you'd ſhown : 
But now fince this is all, — | 
Know I already do deſerve your love, —— 
And for eſteem I not ane ſtep will move: 
And your commands I leaſt of all regard, 
Iferve my (elf, and will my ſelf reward. 
Iſab, How !am I ſcorn'd ? — Ho ! kill the Traytor there, 
Shall I contempt from a proud Rebel bear 2 


Sal, is effering togo ont, and is ſtopped and diſarmed 
3 by ſeveral that ruſh upon him from between the C 
Scenes, 


{ They profſer to till him, and Trtvuttio interpoſes,s 


T+i, Hold, Hold 1 fay, — Ah. Madam ! what d'ye intend ! 

All our defigns do on his Sword depend. Afiae to Iſab, 

Iſah. Did the whole Kingdom periſhin his fall, 

To my revenge I've ſacrifice it all, 

Kill him, Hold, — Do's he not ſhake 

At fight of death, and therevenge I take. - 

Theres ſomething in his Soul for greatnefs form'd 

W hich will not by ignobl: fear be ſtorm?d, 

Golive, — but dare not ſo preſumptious.be, 

To think of dying ior thy King or me. 

. Sal, Yes, thy unjuſt revenge ſhall be purſu'd, 

In ſpiz ht of thee, 2nd thy ingratitude 

For I my noble p.iſhon ſtill retain, 

And ti)! my firm uaihaken (<lt remain. Exit, 
Iſab. This fellow's brave 

Conld fate th*impediments of birth remove, 

A Crown m:ght make his paſſage to my loye, 
Tri, So Madam, now we've this great Spirit won, 


Our high deſigns are ended, e're begun, 
of Iſab. 
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1/ab, Purſue him ſtraight, and manage him with care, 


And in the glory of my ſervice ſhare. — Tri. Exit, 
Now my impatient Soul is all on five, 
To know if fate will flatter my deſire. —— Enter Portia. 


Is the Magician whom I ſent for come ? 
Por, Yes Madam, — all alone, — in a dark room, 
Hung round with horrors, and the ſhades of night ; 
W hich ſeems more horridwith the glimmering light 
Of the pale Moon, which througha crevice ſhines, 
Has fate this hour ſcoring o' myſtick lines, 
Winds, Lightnings, whiſpers, ſad and mourful grones, 
Soft voices melting into pleaſant tones, 
Fill'd his dark Cavern, whilſt as Magick ſpell 
Fetter'd my feet, and thrice intoa ſwoun I fell. 
And (ee he comes, —— Enter Magician. 
Iſab, Speak, ſpeak thy news, — *tis I thou tell'(t it to, 
I. who defy the urmoſt fate can do; 
For I am fixc as Heaven, whoſe high decree, 
May change my fortune, but not conquer me, 
Mag. Madam your doom I dare nor yet relate, ' 
T hiick (warms of Spirits in Cabals are mer, 
To read your Stars, whoſe counſels you ſhall know, 
When whiſpering winds doin my Caverne blow, 
Now allis ſtill and filent, — 
Iſab, Quickly call 
Thy drouzy ſpirits from their dark Cabal, 
W hilt I their lazy conſtitutions wait, 
I might kill Kings, and overturne the ſtate. 
- Charles in his ſhadow to my view preſenr, 
And what ſhall be chis direful days event, 
Hag, I wiſh that ſhade you'd not deſire to fee, 
I fear *twill an unpleafing Viſion be: 
But fince it is your pleaſure Ile obey, 
Then Madam in this Magick Circle ſtay, 
Leave not the bounds in which you are confin'd, 
And with firm courage fortifie your mind. 


Partta 


ET ne TV EI RESTS oO yg 


. 59k goes out, and the Magician begins his 2 
charm. 


Haz. Thou black familiar, who by firm compa, 
Art atall ſeaſons bound my will to a& ; 
Whoml with fat of ſtrangled infants feed, 
And for thy thirſt let my Veins freely bleed : 
Whom for thrice ſeven years by name have known, 
And when as many moreare paſt and gone, 
Muſt lead my ſoul to that internal Cell, 
W here thou, andall thy fellow Spirits dwell. 
Ariſe ! — and in an airy Viſion ſhew 
W hat muſt befall this Prince, to whom 
Our conquer'd ſtate do's boyye. 


There ariſes 4 Spirit, and immediately the Scent is drawn, and \ 
the ſuppoſed ſhapes of Charles and Fnlia are preſented; Royally 
Habited, and [taied on Chairs of State, at thetr feet ſeveral 

1 Meſquers ; and near the Chairs the Muſick in White Robes, 

| and Laurels on their Heads. 4 Choru of Voices and loud Mu- | 

< ſick heard. The Datche/s ſeems much diſturb d at the Viſnon,aud > 

' with a naked Ponyard moves towards the ſhapes, but ts ſtopt by 

the Magician,whilſt at the ſame time one of the Maſquers touches 
hey with a WhiteWand,at which ſhe ſeems to fall into a ſlumber, 
and is plac'd on aChatr by the Magician: Then the Maſquers riſe 
. and dance; after a dance theSpirit deſcends ,and thesceme cloſes, 


The Sorg of Spirits {ung to Iſabella as ſhe fits aſleep. 


'T call | They call | what Voices that ? 
A Lady in deſpair, . 
Whoſe Teardand Sorrows come too late, 
Her leſſes tovepair, 
By too much Pride I've loft a Heart, 
1languiſhto regains 
Andyet I de kill the man I love, 
E*re own my fond diſdain. 
Some gentle Spirit ſhew the fate 
Of him I love, bat feign would hate. 
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In vain ! 1n vain | thou ſeek*ſt owy aid, 
Thy paſſion ro remove ;; 
For ſee, alas * The ſad events 
Of thy too 1 ragick Love, 
See | See 1 T he Crown thou didſt diſdain 
s Another brow muſt wear, 
Then ſigh and weep no more in vain, 
But dye in deep d:pair. 
Lay this be all proud Beanties fate, 
Stils to repent their pride tao late, 


When Kings like Gods deſcend to woe, 
7 hey muſt nut be deny d : 
Nov may fond beauties damne themſelves 
| To pleaſe a Moments prige. 
Beanty was maae by th* PoW'rs above, 
Monarchs toentertain. 
No greater aunty ts then love, 
Nor fin then proud diſdain. 
T box then who dnrſt a King deny, 
Haſ? from his ſight, deſpair and die. 


Mag, Her Soul's retir'd, —— Te ſteal away, 
And leave her wraptin ſleeps ſoft arms, 
And e're the firſt approch ofday, 
End my untiniſh'd charms. -—— Exit. 


CT he Mag. goes ent,a:d immediately enters the Ghoſt of 
JYoung Galeaz 20, Due of Millane, with a Cup of Poy- 
ſen in his hand. The Ghoſt paſſes over the Stage, at 
{ which Iſalella ſtarts and wakes, as ina fright. 


I/ab, Ha What pile thing art thou > — and whither fl 
Me thought I ſaw young murder'd Millanes ſhade 
Walk by in mournful ſtate, and as ic went, 
With a ſad look expreſt irs diſcontent. 
Ia what dark ſhave has my loſt ſpirits been, 
Where in wild ſhapes I've death and horror ſeen. 
Bur they ars liars all, nor ſha] deteat 
My injur'd Soul of a revenge ſo great. 


The 
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$ The Ghoſt re- enters, * 


1/ab. But ha ! the ghaſtly ſhape appears again, 

My trighted bloud retires from every vein; 

Tam congeal'd at this pale Scene of death, 

And all my words are ſtifled in my breath, 

Speak, -— What would it have? —— Why doſt appear to me> 
V ho never wrong'd thy bed or memory, 

In one the leaſt unkind, ungrateful thoughe ; 

But to revenge thy bloud all ways have ſought 
And now have on this tyrant paſt a doom, 

Tobea Royal offering ro thy Tomb, 

Ghoſt. eaſe thy tond thoughts, —— for higher things prepare, 

Employ thy Soul in a more ſolemne care z 

For thou, who bidſt my memory adieu, 

And doſt thy vain revenge and lovepurſue, 

Shalt ſhortly ſleep with me in that colq bed, 

W here I too ear'y was byTieaſonlead, 

And all my guiltle(s blond reveng'd ſhall be ; 

But not by Traytors, Rebels, nor by thee, 

Mean while( fond woman ) thou doſt yainly wait 
On hells black arts, to know thy lovers fate,. 
What joys he'l have, what troubles undergo, 
Do's not belong to 7/abel to know, 

Mind not his fate, thy own is drawing nigh, 
Death hovers o're thy head, prepare to dye, 
Farewell awhile, —— when thy laſt hour is come, 
T'legive thee one more ſummons tothy Tomb, 


or Ghoſt gots ont, and after ſome pauſe fhe (cems to rt+ 3 
collefF her Spirits from their diſorder, 


1fab. Ha! what curs'd fiend art thou, 
That doſt the ſhape of my dead Lord aſſume, 
T*accuſe me wrongfully . and ſpeak my doom, 
I'de not have (hakr ar any other torm, _— 
And now find I muſt & + pect a form, 


Acdarls: 
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A dark and heavy ſtorm, Heaven will deny 
Succeſs to my defigns, and I muſt dye, - Weeps, 
But ſince my doom I now have underſtood, 

Naaples ſhall weep my fate in tears of blood g 

Fire, Blood, and ſlaughter, more then I can tell, 

Shall be the dying pangs of 7/abel. 

My ſtormy life ſhall yet in glory end. 

And Charles, and Fulia ſhall my fare attend, 

No pining Ghoſt ſhall leave his gloomy bed, 

To charge me with injuſtice to the dead ; 

No Millane, — k 
Grutch not the love thy widdow to him bears 

For it ſhall coſt him all the Crowns he wears, —-* Ex, 


$ Enter Portla.$ 


Por, Oh, Heavens ! to whac a height her rage is flown, 
The world for her revenge muſt be undone, —— Exit, 


4 Enter Falls, Euphemia, ? 


Zsl, Horrid ! Art ſure. | 
Ewph, Why did you nothing hear, 
Ful. Alas ! thou ſaw'ft I ottenſwound with fear. 
Eph, I heard it all, —- and horrid noiſes too, 
That fill'd my ears, and roun: like whirlwinds flew: 
T hen ſoftly pin'd away, -- that I'm afraid 
They call'd up Troops of Devils to their aid. 
F«!, Oh Heavens which way ſhall Ithis Monarch ſave; 
For oh !1 never ſhall the courage have 
Totell it him. and yet one hours delay 
Would raine him, and all our lives betray : 
But herrk, I heara noiſe !'th Gallery, A noiſe of trampling within, 
I think the King s abroad, | Ewph. runs andpeeps, 
Euph. Madam, tis he, — 
Ful. Oh Heavens! What ſhall I do!l faint ! I dye! 
W hich way ſhall I from my own bluſhes fly, 
| Which 
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Which if I ſee him will diſloyal prove, 

And by a thouſand figns betray my love : 

But'tis too late, — his danger Te impart, 
Andleave toth' mercy't Heav'n my fainting heart, 


She walks to one ſide of the Stage, whilſt Charles, i 
and train enter. 


Ch, In her apartment various noiſes heard. 
Ato5p.Y es, and two ſeen ſuſpeRed by the Guard, 
To be the Rebels Chiefs, 

Ch. And not detain'd ? 

Momsp.The Guards, Sir, fromall violence refrain'd, 
W hilſt they in th' Datcheſles aparcment ſtaid , 
And Sir, in that your own commands obey'd, 

But waiting for 'um till approch of day, 

By private avenues they ſcapt away, 

Ch. The danger is not worthy my regard, 

Nor ſhall th'aflited Lady be debar'd 

From any pteaſure, her unquiet mind 

Inlittle plots, for her revenge can find, | 
Momp. — The Princeſs —Fuliz—— Sir ——— 
Ch, Ha, th'aſt awakened my late kindled flame, 

I owe devotion to that ſacred name ; ——» 

And ſee this way all her approches are, 

As if I ſhould for an addreſs prepare, 

W hat fair and bleft occaſion ſhould ir be, 

That drives her hither, and obliges me? 

Ful. Great Sir, the Siſter of King Ferdinaxd, 
Lately preſerv'd by your victorious hand, 
Having this morning heard a fatal doom 
Paſt on your lite, do's now with bluſhes come; 
Thus early Sir, the Treaſon to prevent, 

And pay your Sword her juſt acknowledgement, 
Ch. Madam. | 
Ful, Nay, haſt Sir hence 5 -——— 

For Traytors have againſt your life combin'd, 


Which for my brothers valour is defign'd, 
4 | 9 
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And do preſume rabuſe his ſacred name, 
To countenance the Treaſon we diſclaim 
And though, as right permits, we'l not refuſe, 
In our own ſafety and juſt cauſe to uſe 
All generous ways our low eſtate affords, 
We would not have you dye by common Swords, 
Ch. What is't I hear, do my kind Stars take care 
To ſave my life and Crown by one ſo fair? 
Nay, and by her, whoſe beauty I have ſeen, 
With ſo much rapture that my Soul has been, 
In high diſpleaſures with my treach'rous fate, 
That by ſucceſs betray'd me to her hate : 
But now my fortune in her own defence, | | 
T*appeaſe my Sonl, and make me recompence, 
Thar all her guilty ſmiles I might forgive, 
Finds ways by your commands to make me live. 
Fl, Oh Heavens!I find my honour I've betray'd, 
I fear'd ſuch ill requirals would be made- 
And therefore long did with my ſelf contend, 
Tolet youdye; but honour was your friend, 
And now your friend, which would ſo formal be, 
To repay tavours to an enemy 3 
And 'gainſt a thouſand bluſhes forc'd me on, 
Maſt ſuffer for the folly it has done, And puts ber Handker= 
C k, AhMadam!theſe reſentments are ſevere, chief before hey eyes, 
Muſt I in all a criminal appear? - | 
I but in humble words expreſs the ſence 
Of a Soul, wrapt in love and penitence, 
Griev'd for paſt guilt, which ic would fain remove, 
Oppreſt by favours, and inflam'd by love. 
Ful, Oh Heavens ! I feel within delightful pains —- Afide, 
Ot joy and love, that ſhoot throughall my Veins : 
But I new ſorrows for my heart prepare, 
And lead my ſelf into a pleaſing ſnare, 
Sir, I perceive you ill conſtuions make 
+ Of what I've done; only for honours ſake ; 
But there's a pride peculiar to our bloud, 
( Who ne're till now misfortunes underſtood ) 


: 
[ 


Thar 
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That when we wrongs or kindneſles receive, 

We revenge both, and never can forgive, 

Andnow in that revenge 

My injur'd honour was content to bleed: 

But now we are from all obligements freed, _-:. 
Ch. She's gone diſpleas'd, — bur has ſuch honour ſhewn, 

And ſomething (o like love, 

That now my vanquiſht heart's eatirely won. 


eA1 alarm within 


Herk ! the ſtorm's begun, 
Haſt | Haſt ! and guard her to ſome ſafe retreat, To Mom. 
Leſt unexpeRed danger ſhe ſhould meets 
For all th' eſteem and value I did bear | 
To Crowns or fame, is wholly plac'd on her. EX. 


Enter Ferdinand aloxe, 


Ferd, Oh, my Corxel!a! how do's thy fait thade, 
Each corner of my reſtleſs thoughts invade. 
Methinks I ſee her from her flozting Grave, 
Sighing with grief, and pointing to the wave, 
Thatdo's the treaſure of her body hide; 

And in whoſe cold and watry arms ſhe dy'd, 

Then with kind looks ſhe beckens me away, 
Chiding my ſoul for its too tedious ſtay. 

And Heavens ! 
Why dolI ſtay, when fortune do's remove 
All I eſteem, my Glory, Crown, and love : 
And whichencreaſes my impatience more, 
By Charles's gallantry I'm triumph'd o're 
Who gives me freedom, but to make me wear 
Thoſe hated Chains no Royal mind can bear. 


Soft £Muſick within, 


Ferd, Ha ! would they flatter my imperious grief, 
Theſe fond diverſions give but ſmall relief, 


K 2 Aſc: Wy” 


—— — — — — —— 
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Aſc, Ah Sir | for Heavens ſake, —— Erter Aſcanio in haf, 
Ferd, What haſt thou ſeen Y' 
Aſc, An airy fantome, or the Cyprian Queen; 
Liſtening to find whence theſe ſoft airs ſhould come; 
I chanc'd to look in an adjoyning room, 
And ſaw two ſhapes lean on a filken bed, 
They ſeem'd too fair, and lively tor the dead 
Andif in ſome tranſport I have not been, 
They are 1rene and the Cyprian Queen, 
Fera, Thou dream'ſt, 
Or elſe their diſturb'd ſpirits-wander here, 


- Topurſue me their guilty murderer, Ferd, ard Aſc.goou; 


The Scene is drawn, and Cornelia, and Irene are pre- 
ſented aſleep upon a Conch, and at their feet HR. 
The King and Aſcanio emer, : 
Ferd, What is't I ſee, I' dye with high ſurprize, 
Some fair enchautment do's delude my eyes, 
And ina Viſion do's my Queen reſtore, 
In all the beams her living beauty wore ! 
Aſe.Surely theylive, or elſe the waves and wind 
Has all their beauties faithfully reſign'd, 
Ferd. The lovely Viſton ſtrikes a Sacred awe. 
Iato my Soul, — Let's near the Altar draw, 
Where the fare ſhape enſhrin'd in beauty lyes, 
Leſt it too quickly vaniſh-from our eyes.. 


Ferd, and Aſc, goto the Couch, and kneeling kifs ay 
{Bands of Cor,and Iren, 


Ferd, She gently breaths ! her hand-is {oft-and warm, 
This cannot be ſome fair deceitful charm ! | 
With all the devout rev'rence which we pry - 

Into ſome grear and ſacred Myſtery, 

Fle draw the Scene, which from my longing fight, 
Vainly conceals a Myſtery ſo bright, 

Wake, my ador'd Cornelia, wake and ſee 


Impatieat Ferdinayduponhis knee, . + Watching: 
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Watching to ſee thy eyes their light diſplay, 
Like devout Perſiaxs for the dawning day, Cor, and Tren. wake, 
Cor. Wheream Inow, ! — Bleſs me thepowers divine, 


VWhar voice is that tbat calls! 
Ferd, Fair Queen, 'tis mine, 
Cor. The King ! | 
Ferd, Your poor adorer, — one that dyes 

With the high rapture of exceſſive joys : 

What kind power ſent you here on Angels wings, 

To bleſs the world, and ſave the lives of Kings ? 

Cor. That gentle power of pity which we find; 

Sways in the Empire of each gen'rous mind, 

Twas inform'd, you did my death bemone, | 

And:now you've loſtboth treedom, and a Throne, 

I chought *rwas cruelty, 

Tolet a meer deluſion ask a ſhare 

Of tears, whea real grief had none to ſpare. 

Ferd,Oh!What a melting joy o're lows my breaſt, 
Likedrooping flowers with morning Dew oppreſt! 
But Heavens | How did you (cape the fatal day ? 

Cor, We in another Galley got away 
To the next ſhore, — where in a Grove we ſtay'd 
Till fields and plains were gloomy as the ſhade 5: 
Then all in darkneſs, ſolicade and fear, 
We wander'd on the ſhore we knew not where: 
Still trembling at each lictle-noiſe we heard, 
Til near the morn we-met ſome of the Guard, 
Of whom I beg'd ſafe condue to the Town ! 
And though they knew me nor, yetT muſt own;- 
They ſhew'd me all the duereſpe& became 
My ſexes honour, and their Nations fame; - 
And brought me here; — where I decreed to ſtay 
For ſome few houts, and fail by break of day, 
When by a meſlage from me you had known 
Thar all was well, and I inſafety gone. 
Ferd, Ah! will you ſhew me Heaven in all its lighe, . 
And then for ever cloſe it from my ſight, 
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Cor- Alas ! Sir you attempt a vain deſign, 
Only to wed your mileries to mine, | 
Suppoſe I thould ſo-kind and yielding prove, 
Only r'oblige your importuning lover 
Ware of our Crowns bereft, where ſhould we flye, 
In what dark Caveſhould we obſcurely die? 

Ferd. Madam, forgive me that without a Throne, 
My bold pretences 1 {till dare to own: - 
But if th*ador'd Cornelialov'd like me, 
A Cellor Grottowould a Kingdom be. 

4{c, Now my trene we ate bleſt again, 
The joys through ſo much danger we obtain, 
Let us preſerve, 
As one would the rich treaſure, which he ſaves 
By unexpected aid, from Rocks and Waves, | 
F Iren, You know my heart is yours, but we muſt wait 
Our Princes fortunes, and th' events of fate, | Az alarm, 

Ferd, W hence is this ? | 

Aſc. There's ſome contention grown 
I fear, *twixt the French Army and the Town, 
But ſee the Princeſs, Enter Fulia with a Guard, 

Ful. Ah, Royal Brother as &'re —— 
For being great and good you'd honour'd be, 
Go ſave the life of your brave enemy- 
Who midſt {lain Guards, do's now forſaken ſtand. 
W hilſt barb'rous Traytors do his life demand ; 
And uſing your great name for their pretence, 
Do ad their Treaions with high inſolence: 
This from che Palace caſtern Towre I've ſeen, 
W hereby his Guards I have proteQed been, 

Ferd, This is bold Salerpe, and my Siſter too, 
Her fond revenge and malice co puriue, 
Ful, My Si ſteris too faulty | in't ! fear: 


7 


Buc be not, Sir, too much dijplets's with her, 
You know whence her high ps fi COL Rites 
Spare her, anc her bolC tolls tie 
Ferd, I go, — with oeſſ DIFMERGRGHR 2 10 PrOt0, To Cor, 


You will not kave us 1 this [15 


Nor 
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Nor takeaway the aid your preſence brings, 
As ſent from Heaven in the ſupport of Kings, 
Cor. Sir 'tis ſo generous RESTS 
To ſave your Royal foe in his diſtreſs, 
That in that cauſeI wiſh you all ſucceſs. 
Ferd.Sir,I commit the Ladies to your Guard, To one of the Gnard, 
Your Loyal ſervice ſhall not want reward, Ex, Ferd, and Aſc. 


As the Guard is condutting out the Ladies, they are j 
met by Mompenſicr, who emters in haſt, ” 


Momp. Hold > Hold 2 The Ladies muſt not move from hence; 
This place alone is left for their defence 5 | 
The enrag'd Dutcheſs ſtrives to ſeize the Towre, 
And w're too few to guard it from her power, | 
VVhat more is done I could not underſtand ; 
But to an Officer I gave command, Exttr as Officer, 
To bring the news, and ſee he's here, — The news 
Off, All's well, —- King Ferdinangs's leap'd into the throng, = 
And like a god drives all the crowd along. 
The Dutcheſs has receiv'd a wound in fight, 
And to the Dome ta'nea ſpeedy flight, 
Mowmp,Bleft news! Tleon the Bactlements and ſee, 
The valiant Kings purſue their victory, 
But ſee another comes in haſt, 
2, Off. Undone, undoae ? | 
VVith all your Guards to th' Kings afſiftancerun, 
The Townis all with Troops of Banditsfill'd, 
Lead by a Traytor, to whom all parties yield, 
And the mock title of a King do'sbear, 
And with ſucceſs purſues us every where. 
Cer, OhHeavens! (#1, Ful, ſeems 19faint,and are ſuported Ly thelr womens 


Soy: runs out 4510 the Kings aſsIſtante, _— X 
Q Ferdinand with a Gnard, chafeng Salerne, 


Sal. Oh curſe! and is my glory thus betray'd © | 
Ferd, Help, help the King,l do not need your aid, The Guard goes off 
| =”. Salerne.. 


—_— 


Enter another Meſſenger, 


\s 
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Salerze I've chas'd thee from thy traitrous herd, 
Not t'have thee cur in pieces by the Guard 3 
Bur to appeaſe my own revenge and hte, 
And give thy valonr a more glorious fate, 
Sal Thou'rt brave, I wiſh thog hadſt not ſent 'um back 3 
For now I ſhall be for'cd thy life to take. 


They fight, the Ladies ſbriek, and run to the ſide of 2 
the Stage, Salerne 1s diſarmed and wonnaed. . 


Ferd, Now Salerne, ask thy life, and on thy knees 
Humbly beg pardon for thy vilanies. 
Sal. And doſt thou this inſulting temper ſhew, 

My life's not in thy power to beſtow. 

My enrag'd Soul is leaving its abode; 

"But if it were nor, and thou wert a god, | 
And fot ſubmiſſions wouldſt whole Kingdoms give : 
To gain'thy Godheed, I'denot ask to live, ; 
Go back, and (cramblefor thy fallen Crown, 
which trom the trembling tree my arm ſhook down, 

And which TI tought now to beſtow on thee, 

That crown'd, thou mighrſt a glorious viim be : 

For yet my fathers Tomb no Trophy wears, 

His bloud has only had thy fathers tears: 

Bar. fate would to my.cauſe no aid afford; 

But rather baſely thruſt me on thy Sword ; 

W hich high diſhonoore'reTle ramely bear, Tears his wounds, 

Thus, thus a paſſage for my Soul I'le tear, and ayes, 
Ferd, Has torn his wounds, and now the guſhing bloud, 

Breaks from its fluces like a (welling loud: | 

I pity his misfortunes, ſincel ſee 

He was miſlead by too much bravary : 
Bur ſee they ill preſs on, che Guards retire, 

Command 'um trom the Battlements to fire, To the Guard: within, 


h 3 Emter Charles, eAſcanio, Mompenſier, 2 


Ch, Conveigh co the Fleet the Ladies, and their T1z:o, 
For tea; the Rebels ſhould che Palace gain, | Aic 


$0 
- 
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Aſc. The Traytours Sir, have ſeiz'd the Poſter pate, . 
And all the Barges there, 'tis now to0 late. 
Ch, Ha!am Ithen decreed a fate fo low, 
My glories muſt at laſt to. Rebels bowe. 
Ferd, YePow'rs! what proud ambitious Traytor's this, 
That chaſes Monarchs with fo high ſucceſs 2 
Aſe. They come, —— 


| 32 alarm within, and they all ſtand apon thelr Fhard, 
Enter Alphonſo followed by ſeveral with drawnSwortls £ : 
Alph. Enough, reteat without delay, The Gurl +4rtitt 
Hedies that once refuſes to obey, | 
Ferd, Hh !*cis my father, or a thing that bears 


" ThatRoyal ſhape. — —_. Ferd .afd Ful nel to alph. 
Alph, "Tis I remove your feats, | "191 fue: A 
I find amazement fits on every brow | dag 1.90 


To ſee me here: Rs? 
Bar that will ceaſe when, I acquaint yo! how 

A ſidden Tempeſt caſt me or the Shore, - ; 

Where I ſcarce fav'd, fell in theſe Bandits-powet ! 

Who ſtruck with grief theisbatriſhir King t6 fee, 

Seem'd to repent their paſt diſſoyalry,'' -— 

Told me the ſtate of che diftraited Town, 

And proffer'd me their Swords to gainttry Ctown yg 

I fearing ill events, f]deny'd 7 | 

Thai proffer'd kindneſs, withitheflavesdomply'd; 

Ber hete — revetoge hd rapine wa foſweer, 

The Villains ran confus'd ih every Stteer,, 

W here they could ravithy kill,,of booty gain, ' 

Nor could my power their ſav4gerage refttain, 
Forth ills they've done,” Sir Iyoor pardon crave; Turn! ts Charles, 
For I declare, I no intentions have --'  - 4-1 
To ſeize the Kingdom, or yows ploty eloads 

But for that friendſhip whiveN fame peaks ſo l6ad, 
You te my Son in his diſtreſs kirve ſhewn, 
T come my high acknotledaenes 30 ow, 
' Proud, it this way Ican fo apy BY | 

T'odlige,and ſerve ſo braveatl —_— 


54 TheHiftoryof Charles the VIII. of France : Or, 


And now refignthe Crown, which-is your due,. 

And do become a Priſoner Sir to you, 

Ch. Heavens !. I'm amaz'd at his high gallantry ,}: 

I've ſought his Crown, and he obliges me z- 

I ſce there da's the ſame high courage run,. 

In all the haughty blood of Arragen.. 

Sir, I confeſs the Kingdom is my righr 

But you've ſubdued me with ſo great a height: 
Of honour, as my courage ſcarceenduress: 
And now Lfind —— 

I came not here to raiſe my fame, but yours; 
Bur Sir, 1:le be ſo juſt to your renown, 

Thar as your gift, I will accept this.Crown:- 
But fince for honour, not for-Crowns.I came, 
I.alſo maſt be juſt to my own fame, 

And muſt serurn you Sir that Kingdom back, 
W hich-only to oblige I ſtoop terake z, 

And that your honour may have ſafe retreat, 
Fle bega gift more generous and great 

Then that of Kingdoms, this fair Princes love, To Folia, 

W hoſe beauty will reward me far above | 
The higheſt flights of honour Lhaveſhewn, ; 
And I have ſought ao Intereſt. but my own, ; 

eAlph. By this high honour ou oblge us more. | 

Bur Sir, fince you who are our Conquerour,, 
What's our advantage, make your own requeſt; 


Aſides. 


Thus gladly Sir Lend the high.conteſt.. Gives him Fults, 
ch, With out your love the gift's.imperfea ſtill, To ful, 


7wl. Sir, Lobey my Royal fathers will; 

Ch. Madam, Ido nat doubt yourdutious mind... 
But ſhalI only cold ſubmiſſion fiad > 

Fal.: He'l force my hearta ſecret ta infold.. ? Apt, 
I fear my bluſhes havealready told,, © y | 
Atpreſent Sir you muſt no moreobtain. 
Thea this thac duty ſhall my heart explain, 

 Alpb. Madam, Ibeg you-will complete-our Foy,.. To Cornelia, 
Fhat want of Crowns. may, not out hopes deſtroy z, TS 
Oace moreto exile I will gladly go, 
And onwy Son.my Kingdommwill beſtow, | And 
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And ſhall be happy in ſome ſafe retreat, 
To fit and view felicity ſo greac, 


Ferd, Madam, ſome pity to a heart allow, Kneels to Cor, 


which never came in view of hope till aow 3 
And now it ſees ſome little glimpſe of day, 
Grows much impatient with the leaſt delay. | 
Cor. The Memory Sir, which to the dead I owe, Raiſes Fer, 
And my own honour too muſt make me flow 
In granting theſe requeſts, but yet Ifind 
A ſecret fate o're powers my yielding mind, 
And I but ſtruggle with a high decree, - 
Which ir as wilful as my heart can be. \ 
Aſc. And now my fair Trene, ſhall not we 
Add to this joy fnl days felicity ? 
Shall wenot land, whilſt this fair gale do's blow ? 
Ires, Why ſhould you ask, what you already know ? 
But my ſuſpitions now I find coo true, 
You love to triumph where you can ſubdue. 
Ferd, Now Sir, to ſhew {'ve your comands obey'd, © To 4iph, 
See the revenge to your wrong'd fame T'vepaid, Shews Sal, dead 
Alph, Ha ! Salerne dead.I pity the bold ſlave; : 
For had his Soul been Loyal as 'twas brave, 
He had deſerv'd my favour ; — 
Bat where's the treacherous Trivultis 2 
Aſe. Slain, — — | 
His head does on the Eaſtern Towre remain, 
Where to Rebellion he incites no more, 
But frights cheTraytours he (educ'd before. 
Alph. Treaſons juſt fate, — but you forget totell 
How fares my unhappy Daughter Iſabel, — Enter 4 Gexntlemas. 
Gent, The Dutcheſs Sir 2 — — 
Bleeding and faint is from the Pomo lead, 
Where the to th' Alter was for refuge fled, 
Alph, Bleeding ! -— — 
Gent, Some baſe unmanly Sword has phc'd, 
Too deep and dangerous wounds in her fair breaſt, 
From whence her life lows unregarded by, 
Not gaining theleaſt pity from hereye; 
And now of your arrival Sir ſhe hears, 
Life with impatience for a while the bears. And 
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And ſhe is brought along with bleeding wounds, ” 
| By geatle ſteps, and at each ſtep ſhe frouns, ' 


\} of Dutcheſs enters lead bermces one w Ladies, mr 
bleeding, | Tp. 
\. Tabs \ Sir, I come bes to, do afbagons” |  Tanth 
of all my glory in chisworld, and:you,. | 
For any ills [in my life have. done- : | 
I beg your pardon, — thought know of none. "EN wit ff 
For to my glory: you ſo juſt muſt be, Fl 
To own-I*ve hononr'd our great family, | 
And liv'd in fame, though the ſmall Crown I'wore; 
My brows with bluſhes and impatienceborez 
And now I walk in grandeur. to.my Tomb, 
By ſucha death as does my bloud:become z. 
Though dying Sir I'generouſly.awn, - 
I ſought not to reſtore your vanquiſhe Crown, 
So-muchas for.revengeon. that falſe Prince,  » Ta(barles 
Whoſe baſe inconſtancy,andiinfoleace, © : 
To puniſh deepiy I:co Arms.didflye; | | 
Yet ( oh my fate!) now unreveng'dIdye, © Paints, 
Ch, Ab! Madain ! L — why. 
Iſab. Take hence thy hated ghk 
Thou ftop'ſt my Soul in its Ecernal Aightr, 
Oh1 am going, — Ha, what is't Ileet: Enter Galtazzo's Ghoſt" 
My murder'd Lord again to vilitimie, | 
Aleph, Whatis'c the fees f- 
1jsb, 1 come ! þ come ! puor ſhade! 
- Alph, Alas } She raves, herreaſon- is miſlaid; 
What wouldſt thou have;oh ſpeak thy laſt commads> 
Iſab. See you not Millanes Ghoſt ! there there he ſtands ! F\ 
Father revenge his bloud, and let not ſlaves, 
Their glorics build, on murder'd Princes Graves, She dhes- and the 
£b, Madam for honours ſake, and for your own, Ghoſt goes of, 
Your Lords revenge ſhall be my work alone ; 
Bur ha !ſhe Lears menot, and ſeems to dye, 
Dilpleas'd and pain'd, whilſt one {he hates ſtands by, 


. » 
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' #hþh, She aim'd a gory, which her fare denyes, 


And now enrag'd at fortunes hate, ſhe dyes. 
Ch. Now Royal friend, let use T, at 7 


And bury thus all wroigJak@qpite 

That vow whict me into thixwar 

Shall vaniſh in the fleeting breath 'twas oath 

If to the dead this an offence will be, 

I rachenwill affead the:dead thes tliee. ary teal 

Bur ſure revenge, and; blaud canneyer pro: \ 

Fhings moredivine then valour, fenaſhip. love. 
Ferd, Brave Charles thy ſentiments ares fublime, 

Thar nothing thou cant docan beaigimes. © 

If ſuch bigh virtue an offencecan.be,. A 

[le my Religion changeand! _ thee... | 

Alph Heavens' to mySoul isa tranſporting fight,” 

To ſee our hearts and fiimiller rinice | 

Now let-us all ro ſome repoſe lecaks, ' 

And joy in decency awhile forſake;..  -; 

Till ſolemn rites-we for the dead. prepare; .... * 

The dead muſt now be our ſucceeding'care;  _ 

And when thoſe fad ſolemnitiesare done, - 


You may compleavthe joys yauthavebepun..: © Iv 


Thus humane life do's.yariqus forms diſp] 
And grief and joy ſucceed like night an LY 


"4 


To Ferd. 
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Epilogue. 


ww Ith how much patience hawe you heard to day 
The whining noiſe of a dull Rhiming Play? 
This obSinate incorrigible Rhine, 

Thongh laſht by all the Criticks of the time ; 

Onur dulleſt writers can no more forbear, 

Then your ill faces Vizard Maſcks to wear , 

Tet you appear d ſo grave and ſo devout, 

Tou neither hift nor Slawp to put «us out, 

A thing our Criticks would no more ha' done, 

Then to a dull Phanatick meeting gone ; . 

And there amongh a ſerious whining Throng, 
Stay'd ont a bolding forth of nine hours long. 

As for the Play our Author will not dare, 

Like you good men of Trade to praiſe his Ware : 

But unskill'd Cuftomers he may adviſe ; 

Then Sirs, fince on your verdid it relies, 

Reſolwe to ſave the Play before you go, 

For fear it ſhuld ba good for ought you know. 

How 'ere it makes Heroick Virtue ſhine 

In Royal Breaſts, where it ſhews moft Divine, 

And /o does Kings and Monarchy adwance, 

Nay guarded with the names of Charles and France, 
Names that now ſhake the world, ſure you'l not dare 
To damn a Play, where ibeſe united are; 
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One of the Gentlemen of His MajeSties Bed-C bamber,$&c. 


Lord | 
—_ "Echaps Your Lordſhip may admire to lee your 
Name fixt before this trifle 3 But it 15 the Fate 

of Perſons of Your obliging temper, to receive 
Pecſecutions of this nature, in return of Can- 

dour and Indulgence; whi:h 1 muſt confeſs is fo ill 
a requital, as it may make Your Lordſhip cautious 
hence-forwards of beſtowing Your Favours, ſince this 
muſt be the trouble© me conſequence. But Greatneſs 
like Beauty --.;; £7. 0 whom it ſmiles; And We frail 
writing finnei |, - content our ſelves with the ſes 
cret enjoyment; but think halfthe pleaſure loſt, if we 
do not boaſt of it to the world. This vanity occaſions 
your Lordſhip the preſent trouble; And next to this, 
2 deſion to ovcr-aw wii Your Name, any the briskeſi 
cnemies this Poem may meet with; For when I tell'em, 
Your Lordſhip thinksit not much unworthy your Fa- 
vour. they will judge moderately of it; atleaſt, not be 
roo forward in cenſuringany thing, whichyouare plea- 
ſed to defend. The enemies it ha's already met with 
have been fewer, then a Play in Verſe, (and anill one 
too,) could expe&t; confidering how many there are, 
that exclaim againſt Rhime, though never ſo well writ. 
Some of 'em I'me afraid do ir from the ſame unjuſt 
picque that Women of cruel hearts, but peaceable Beau- 
ties ever have againſt a Mode, wherewith they deſpair 
to ki!l. But I ſhall not much concern my ſelf with theic 
lictle quarrel; Iam fortunate euough in your L ordſhips 
approbation, and can diſpenſe with the reſt of man- 
\. 4 kind 
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BA nd do preſume t'abuſle his ſacred name, 
Tocountenance the Treaſon we diſclaim 
And though, as right permits, we'l not refuſe, 
In our own ſafety and juſt cauſe to ule 
All generous ways our low eſtate affords, 
We would not have you dye by common Swords. 
Ch, What is I hear, do my kind Stars take care 
To fave my life and Crown by one fo fair ? 
Nay, and by her, whoſe beauty I have ſeen, 
With ſo much rapture that my San! his been, 
In high diſpiezſures with my treach*rous fate, © | 
That hy Gacceſs bertray's! me ro her hace : | | 
But now my fortune in her own defence, 
T'*appeaſe my Sonl, and make me recompence, 
Thar all her guilty ſmiles I might forgive, 
Finds ways by your commanc's to make me live. 
Ful. Oh Heavens!I find my honour I've betray'd,, 
I-fear'd ſuch ill requirals would be made - 
And therefore long did with my ſelf contend, 
Toler you dye; but honour was your friend. 
And now your friead, which would ſo formal be, 
To repay tavours to an enemy z 
And 'gainſt a thouſand bluſfe: forc'd me on, 
Muſt ſuffer for the folly it has done, And puts her Handker- 
C h. AhMadam!theſe reſentments are ſevere, chief Lefore her eyes, 
Muſt I inall a criminal appear ? | 
I butin kumble words expreſs the ſence 
Of a Sou), wriprt in love and penitence, 
Griev'd for paſt guilt, which it would fain remove, 
Oppreſt by favours, and inflam'd by love. 
Ful, Oh Heavens !1 feel within delightful pains —— Afide.,. 
Ot joy and love, that ſhoot throughall my Veins : 
Bur I new ſorrows for my heart p;epare, 
And lead my ſelf into apleafing inare, 
Sir, I perceive you ill conſtuRions make: 
» Ot whar I've done; only for honours ſake ;. 
But there's a pride peculiar to our bloud, 
( Who ne're till now misfortunes underſtood ) 


The Invaſion of Naples by the Prench. 
That when we wtones or kindneſles receive, 

We revenge both, and never can forgive, 

And now in that revenge 

My injur'd honour was content to bleed: 

Bat now we are from all obligements freed, 


6 


Exh, 


Ch, She's gone diſpleas'd, — but has ſuch honour ſhewn, 


And ſomething ſo like love, Ss 
That now my vanquiſht heart's entirely won. 


eA1 alarm within: 


Herk ! the ſtorm's begun, 

Haſt ! Haſt ! and guard her to ſome ſafe retreat, 
Leſt unexpeRed danger ſhe ſhould meery 

For all th' eſteem and value I did bear 

To Crowns or fame, is wholly plac'd on her. 


Enter Ferdinand alone, 


Ferd, Oh, my Cornel1a! how do's thy fairihad6, 
Each corner of my reſtleſs thoughts invade. 
MethinksI ſee her from her floating Grave, 
Sighing with grief, and pointing to the wave, 
Thatdo's the treaſure of her body hide; 

And in whoſe cold and watry arms ſhe dy'd, 
Then with kind looks ſhe beckens me away, 
Chiding my ſoul for its too tedious ſtay. 

And Heavens | —— | 
Why dol ſtay, when fortune do's remove 
All I eſteem, my Glory, Crown, and love : 
And whichencrealſes my impatience more, 
By Charles's gallantry I'm triumph'd: o'res 
Who gives me freedom, but co make me wear 
Thoſe hated Chains no Royal mind can bear. 


- Soft CHnſick within, 


Ferd, Ha! would they flatter my imperious le 
Theſe fond diverſions give but ſmall rehief, © - 
" K 2 


- 


To Mom). 


Ex, 


Abe 


4 
” ? F 
WE IT worth ene o trons inn en/3 untwirenny ih rote en Ie <-> 
—— ——_—_ 


<< co _ . 


63 The Hiftory of, Charles the: VII. of France + Or, 
Aſc, Ah Sir ! for Heavens ſake, —— Eter Aſcanio in haps. 
Ferd, What haſt thou ſeen © 
Aſc, An airy fantome, or the Cypria» Queen, 

Liſtening to find whence theſe ſoft airs ſhould come. 

I chanc'd to look inan adjoyning room, | 

And ſaw two ſhapes lean on a-ftiken bed, 

They ſeem'd roofair, and lively tor che dead; 

Andif in ſome tranſport 1 have not been, 

"They are 1rene and the Cyprian Queen, 

Ferd, Thou dream'ſt, - 

Or elſe their diſturb'd ſpirits wander here 

To purſue me their guilty murderer, Ferd, and A(c.go0m, 


The Scent is drawn, and Cornelia, and Irene are pre- 
ſented aſleep upon a Couch, and at their feet Sylyia, þ 
The Ki:g and Aſcanio enter. 


Ferd, What is't I ſee, I' dye with high ſurprize; 
Some fair enchautment-dg's delude my eyes, 
And ina Viſion do's my Queen reſtore, 
In all the beams her living beauty wore ! 

Aſe.Surely they live, or elſe the waves and wind: 
Hasall their beauties faithfuily refign'd, 

Ferd, The lovely Viſion ſtrikes a Sacred awe: 

 Tato my Soul, — Let's near the Altar draiv, 

Where the fare ſhape enſh:in'd in beauty lyes, 
Leſt it too quickly vanith.from our eyes, 


Ferd. and Aſc, goto the Couch, and knetling kiſs we 
\ and of Cor, and Iren. 


Fera, She gently breaths ! her hand is ſoft:and warm, + . ... 
This cannot be {ome fair deceitful charm ! | 
Withall che devour rev'rence which we pry 
Into ſome grear and ſacred Myſtery, 

' Tle draw the Scene, which from my longing fight, 
Vainly conceals a Myſtery fo bright, 
Wake, my ador'd Ccryelia, wake and ſee 
Iwpatient Ferdinand upon his knee, , ;  Wacching- 
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Watching to ſee thy eyes their light diſplay, 


Like devout Perſians for the dawning day, Cor. and Ire he, | 
Cor. Where am Inow, ! —— Bleſs me thepowers divine. 


VWhart voice is that. that calls ! 

Ferd, Fair Queen, 'tis mine, 

Cor. The King ! | 

Ferd, Your poor adorer, — one that dyes 
With the high rapture of excefhive joys : 
What kind power ſent you here on Angels wings, 
To bleſs the world, and fave the lives of Kings 2 


Cor. Thar gentle power of pity which we find, 


Sways in the Empire of each gen'rous mind, 
I'was inform'd, you did my death bemone, 
And:now you've loſt both freedom, and a Throne;. 
I chought *twas cruelty, 
Tolet a meer delufion ask a ſhare” 
Of tears, when real grief had none to ſpare. 

Ferd .Oh!What a melting joy o're flows my breaſt, 


Likedrooping flowers with'morning Dew oppreſt!. 


But Heavens ! How did you ſcape the fatal day ? 
Cor, We in another Galley got away 

To the next ſhore, — where in a Grove we ſtay'd 

Till fields and plains were gloomy as the ſhade z- 

Then all in carknels, ſolitude and fear, 

We wander'd on the (hore we knew not where: - 

Still trembling at each little noiſe we heard, 

Tibnear the morn wemet ſome of the Guard, 

Of whom I beg'd ſafe conduct to the Town ! 

And though they knew me not, yetT muſt own, 

They ſhew'd me all thednereſpe@ became 

My ſexes honour, and their Nations fame, 


And brought me here, — where I decreed to ſtay. 


For ſome few hours, and ſail by break of day, 
W hen by a meſſage from me you had known 
That all was well, and [ in ſafery gone. 


And then for ever cloſe it from my fight, 
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Ferd, Ah 1 will you ſhew me Heaven in all its light, . 
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Cor- Alas ! Sir you attempt a vain deſign, 
Po wed your miſcries to mine, 
- © SupPOfe I thould fo kind and yielding prove, 
Only roblige your importuning love? 
Ware of our Crowns bereft, where ſhould we flye, 
In what dark Caveſhould we obſcurely die? 
aFerd. Madam, forgive me that withouta Throne, 
My bold pretences I till dare to own: 
Bur if th*ador'd Corze/ialov'd like me, 
A Cellor Grottowould a Kingdom be. 
4(c. Now my Irene weare bleſt again, 
The joys through ſo much danger we obtain, 
Let us preſerve, 
As one would the rich treaſure, which he ſaves 
By unexpected aid, from Rocks and Waves. 
F ſrc, You know my heart is yours, but we muſt wait 
Our Princes fortunes, and th' eveats of fate, As alarms, 
Ferd, Wheaceis this ? 
Aſc, There's ſome contention grown 
I fear, 'twixt the French Army and the Town, 
But ſee the Princeſs, Enter Fulia with a Guard, 
——7Zsl. Ah, Royal Brother as e're 
For being great and good you'd honour'd be, 
Go ſave the life of your brave enemy- 
Who midſt ſlain Guards, do's now forſaken ſtand. 
Whilſt barb'rous Traytors do his life demand ; 
And uſing your great name for their pretence, , 
Do a& their Treaſons with high infolence: 
This from the Palace eaſtern Towre I've (cen, 
W hereby his Guards I have proreRted been, 
Ferd, This is bold Salerne, and my Siſter roo, 
Her fond revenge and malice to purſue, 
Ful, My Siſter is too faulty in't I fear : 
Eut be not, Sir, too much diſpleas'd with her, 
You know whence her high pafſion do's ariſe, 
Spare her, anq her bold followers chaſtiſe, | 
Ferd, 1 go, —— with paſſion Madam I implore, Ta Cor, 
You will not leave u$ia this fatal hour z _ 
Nor 
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Nor takeaway the aid your preſence brings, 

As ſent from Heaven in the ſupport of Kings, 
Cor. Sir tis ſo generous —— 

To ſave your Royal foe in his diſtreſs, 

That in that cauſeT wiſh you all ſucceſs. _ 
Ferd.Sir,l commit the Ladies to-your Guard, To one of the Gard. 

Your Loyal ſervice thall not want reward, Ex, Ferd, and Aſc. 


As the Guard is conduiting out the Ladies, they are $ 
met by Moppenfier, who emers in haſt, | 


Momp. Hold > Hold 2 The Ladies muſt not move from hence,, 
This place alone is left for their defence 5 
The enrag'd Dutcheſs ſtrives to ſeize the Towre, 
And w're too few to guard it from her power, | 
VVhat more is donelI could not underſtand 5: 
But to an Officer I gave command, Enttr an Offiacr, 
To bring the news, and ſee he's here, —— The news: 
Off. All's well, = King Ferdizands's leap'd into the throng, 
And like a god drives all the crowd along. 
The Dutcheſs has receiv'd a wound in fight, 
And to the Dome ta'ne a ſpeedy flight, 
Mowp, Blcft news! Tleon the Battlements and ſee, 
The valiant Kings purſue their vicory.. 
But ſee another comes in haſt, Enter another Meſſenger. 
2, Off. Undone, undone ! 
VVith all your Guards to th' Kings aſfiſtancerun, 
The Townis all with Troops of Banditsfill'd, 
Lead by a Traytor. to whom all parties yield, 
And the mock title of a King do's bear, 
And with ſacceſs purſues us every where, 
Cor, OhHeavens! (or. Fu1, ſeem 1ofaint,and are ſuported bythelr women: 


$ Momp. Tuzs out 4s to the Kings aſsiſtance, enter? 
Ferdinand with a Gnard, chafing Salerne. 


Sal. Oh curſe! and is my glory thus betray'd 2 | 
Ferd, Help, help the King,I do not need your aid, The Guard goes off 
_ "2 Os 
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Salerse I've chas'd thee from thy traitrous herd, 
Not t'have thee cur in pieces by the Guard 
Bur to appeaſe my own revenge and hate, 
And give thy valoura more glorious fate, 
Sal Thou'rt brave, I wiſh thou hadſt not ſent 'um back $ 
For now I ſhall be for'cd thy life to take. 


SThey fight, the Ladies ſbriek, and run to the ſide of . 
the Stage, Salerne is diſarmed and wonnded, 


Ferd, Now Salerne, ask thy life, and onthy knees 
Humbly beg pardon for thy vilantes. 
Sal, And doſt thou this inſulting temper ſhew, 
My life's not in thy power to beſtow, 
My enrag'd Soul is leaving its abode z 
But ifir were nor, and thou wert a god, 
And for ſubmiſſions wouldſt whole Kingdoms give 
Togain thy Godheed, I'denor ask to live, y 
Go back, and ſcramble tor thy fallen Crown, 
which from-the trembling tree my arm ſhook down, 
And which fought now to beſtow on thee, © 
That crown'd, thoo mightſt a glorious vigim be : 
For yet my fathers Tomb no Trophy wears, 
His bloud has only had thy fathers tears: 
But fate would to my cauſe no aid afford, 
But rather baſely thruſt me-on thy Sword, 

W hich high diſhonoure'reT'le ramely bear, Tears his wounds, 
Thus, thus a paſſage for my Soul I'le rear. and ayes, 
Ferd, Has torn his wounds, and now the guſhing bloud, 

Breaks from its fluces like a ſwelling loud : 
I pity his misfortunes, fincel (ee 
He was miſlead by too much bravary : 
Bur ſee they ſtill preſs on, cheGuards retire, 
Command 'um from the Battlements to fire, To the Guards within. 


$ Enter Charles, «Aſcanio, Mompenfier. } 


Ch. Conveigh to the Fleet the Ladies, and their Train, 


For tear the Rebels ſhould the Palace gain, Aſc, 
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Aſc. The Traytours Sir, have ſeiz'd the Poſtern gate, 
And all the Barges there, 'tis now too late. | 

Ch, Ha!am Ithea decreed a fate fo low, 
My glories muſt at laſt co Rebels bowe. 

Ferd. Ye Pow'rs | what proud ambitious Traytor's this, 
That chaſes Monarchs with fo high ſacceſs ? 

Aſe. They come, —— | 


30 alarm within, and they all tand upon thelr guard, 
Enter Alphonſo followed by ſeveral with drawnSwords £ 


Alph. Enough, reteat without delay, The Guards retreat 

He dies that once refuſes to obey, 
Ferd, Hh ! *cis my father, or a thing that bears 

ThatRoyal ſhape. —— Ferd.and Ful kneel to Alph, 
Alph, *Tis I remove your fears, 

I find amazement firs on every brow 

Toſee me here: —— 

But that will ceaſewhen, I acquaint you how 

A ſudden Tempeſt caſt me on the Shore, 

Where I ſcarce ſav'd, fell in theſe Bandits power ! 

Who ſtruck with grief their baniſht King toſee, 

Seem'd to repent their paſt diſloyalty, 

Told me the ſtate of the diſtraed Town, 

And proffer'd me their Swords to gain my Crowng 

I fearing ill events, if Ideny'd 

Their proffer'd kindneſs, with the ſlaves comply'd. 

Bur here — revenge and rapine was ſo (ſweet, 

The Villains ran confus'd inevery Street, 

W here they could ravith, kill, or booty gain, 

Nor could my power their ſavage rage reſtrain, 

For thr ills they've done, Sir I your pardon crave; - Twrns ts Charls, 

For I declare, I no intentions have 

To ſeize the Kingdom, or your glory cloud; 

But for that friendſhip which fame ſpeaks ſo loud, 

You to my Son in his diftreſs have ſhewn, 

I come my high acknowledgments 20 own, 

Proud, it this way I can ſo happy be, 

T*ablige, and ſerve ſo brave an —_— 
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And now reſign the Crown, which-is your due, 
And do become a Priſoner Sir to you. 
Ch. Heavens! I'm amaz'd at his high gallantry 2 Aſeae, 
I've ſought his Crown, and he obliges me ; 
I ſce there do's the ſame high courage run,. ( 
In all the haughty blood of Arragon.. 
Sir, I confeſs the Kingdom 1s my righr ; 
But you've ſubdued me with ſo great a height 
Ot honour, as my courage ſcarceenduress: 
Ana now I ftad 
I came not here to raiſe my fame, but yours, 
Bur Sir, Ile be ſojuſt to your renown, 
Thar as your gift, I will accept this Crown: 
But fince for honour, not for Crowns-I came, 
I ali{o muſt be juſt to my own fame, 
And muſt return you Sir that Kingdom back, 
W hich only to ovlige 1 ſtoop totakez 
And that your honour may have ſafe retreat, 
I le bega gift more generous and great 
Then thac of Kingdoms, this fair Princes love, ToFulis, 
W hoſe beauty will reward me far above 
The higheſt flights of honour Thaveſhewn, 
AndI have ſought no lntereſt but my own, 
eAlph, By this high honour you oblige us more, 
Bur Sir, fince you. who are our Conquerour, 
W hat's our advantage, make you: own requeſt ; 
Thus gladly-Sir Lend the high conteſt. Gives him Fulls. 
Ch, Without your love the giſt's imperfect till, To Fnl, 
7nl. Sir, Iobey my Royal fathers will, 
Ch, Madam, I co nor doubr yorr dutious mind, 
But ſhall 1 only cold (ſubmiſſio!. find ? 
F#l. He'lfo:ce my heart a ſecret to infold, ? A fide, 
I'fear my bluſhes havealready toly, 4 
Art preſent Sir you muſt no more obtain 
Then this that duty. ſhall my heart « xplain, | 
Alph, MaJam, Ibeg you will complete our Joy, ToCornelis, 
That want of Crowns may not out hopes deſtroy z 
Once more to exile I will gladly go, 
Ant on my Son my Kingdomwill beſtow, And 
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And ſhall be happy in ſome ſafe retreat, 
To fic and view felicity fo great. | 
Ferd, Madam, ſome pity to a heart allow, Kneels to Car, 
which never came in view of hope till now ; 
And now it ſees ſome liccle glimpſe of day, 
Grows much impatient with the leaſt delay. 
Cor, The Memory Sir, which to the deadI owe. Raiſes Ferd. 
And my own tonour too muft make me flow - 
In granting theſe requeſts, bur yet I find ' 
A ſecret fate o're powers my yielding mind, | 
An I out ſtruggle with a high decree, 
W hich ir as wilful as my heart can be. 
Aſc. Andnow my jair Irene, ſhall not we 
Add to this joy fnl days felicity ? 
Shall we not land, whilſt this fair gale do's blow 2 
Ires, '\N hy ſhould you ask, what you already know ? 
But my ſuſpitions now I find too true, | 
You love to triumph where you can ſubdue. 
Ferd, Now Sir, to ſhew I've your comands obey'd, To Alph. 
See the revenge to your wrong'd fame I'vepaid, She xs Sal, dead 
Alph, Ha ! Salerne dead,I pity the bold ſlave; 
For ha1 his Soul been Loyal as 'twas brave, 
He had deierv'd my favour ; — 
Bur where's the treacherous Trivultis * 
Aſc. Slain, — — 
His head does on the Eaſtern Towre remain, 
W here to Rebellion he incites no more, 
Bur frights theTraytours he ſeduc'd before. 
Alph. Treaſons juſt fate, — but you forget to tell 
Ho:v fares my unhappy Daughter Iſabel, — Enter a Gentleman, 
Gent, The Dutcheſs Sir 5 — —= 
Bleeding and faint is from the Domolead, 
Where ihe to th* Alter was for refuge fled, 
Alph, Bleeding ! -— — 
Gent, Some baſe uamanly Sword has plac'd, 
Too deep and dangerous wounds in her fair breaſt, 
From wheace her life lows unregarded by, 
Not gaining theleaſt pity from her eye.z 
And now of your arrival Sir ſhe hears, | 
Life with impatience for a while ſhe bears. And 


by 


By gentle ſteps, and at each ſtep ſhe ſwouns. 


The Dutcheſs enters lead batmeen two Ladves., 


| Sleeding. 


Iſeb. Sir, I come here to take my laſt adieuw 


Of all my glory in this world, and you, 
For any ills Iin my lite have done 


I-beg your pardon, — though T know of none ; 


For to my glory you ſo juft muſt be, 

- To own I've honour'd our great family, 
And liv'd in fame, though the ſmall Crown 
My brows with bluſhes and impatience bore 
And now I walk in grandeur to my Tomb, 
By ſucha death as does my bloud become z 
Though dying Sir I generoufly own, 


I wore, 
\ 


I ſoughc not co reſtore your vanquiſhe Crown, 


So mech as for revenge on that falſe Prince, 
W hoſe baſe inconſtancy and inſolence, 

To puniſh deeply I ro Arms did flye ; 

Yer ( oh my fate!) now unreveng'd Idye, 

Ch, Ah! Madam ! — why. -— 

Iſab. Take hence thy hated ſight,. 
Thou ftop'ſt my Soul in its Ecernal flight, 
OhI am going, — Ha, what is't I ſee ! 
My murder'd Lord acain to vilit me, 

Alph, W hat is'r the ſees ? 

1ſab, 1 come ! 1 come ! poor ſhade! 
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And ſhe is brought along with bleeding wounds, 


wy 


To «Alph, 


To ( harles 


Faints, 


Enter Galeazz0's Ghoſt 


Alph, Alas} She raves, her reaſon is miſlaid, 
W hat wouldſt thou have,oh ſpeak thy laſt commads? 
Iſab. See you not Millanes Ghoſt ! there : there he ſtands ! 


Father revenge his bloud, and ler not ſlaves 


T heir glories build, on murder'd Princes Graves, 


She thes and the 


Ch, Madam for honours ſake, and for your own, Ghoſt goes off. 
Your Lords revenge ſhall be my work alone ;. 


Bur ha ! ſhe Eears me not, and ſeems to dye, 


Diſpleas'd and pain'd, whilſt one ſhe hates ſtands by, 


/ 
A Ith, 
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Alph. Sheaim'd at glory, which her fate denyes, 
And now enrag'd at fortunes hate, the dyes, 
Ch.. Now Royal friend, let us embrace atlaſt, 
And bury thus all wrongs and quarrels paſt ; 
That voi which me into this war betray'd, 
| Shall vaniſh in che fleeting breath'*was made : 
If to the dead this an offence will be, 
Irather will offend the dead then thee. 
But ſure revenge and bloud can never prove 
Things more divine then valour, frieadſhip, love. 
Ferd. Brave Charles thy ſentiments are {o ſublime, 
That nothing thou canſt do canbe a crime z 
If ſuch high virtue an offence can be, 
[le my Religion change and worſhip thee. 
Alph Heavens! to mySoul *cisa tranſporting fighe, 
To ce our hearrs and families unite, 
Now let us all co ſome repoſe betake, 
And joy in decency a while forlake: 
Till ſolemn rites we for the dead prepare, 
The dead muft now be our ſucceeding carey 
And when thoſe ſad ſfolemnities are done, 
You may compleat the joys you have begun. 
Thus humane life do's various forms diſplay, 
And grief and joy ſucceed like night and day, 


To Fer, 


Epilogue, 
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Epilogue. 


Ith how much pattence have you heard to day 
The whining zoiſe of a dull Rhiming al 


This ob@inate incorrigible Rhime, 

Though Iaſht b y all the Criticks of the time ; 
Our dulleſt writers can no more forbear, 
Then your ill faces Vizard Majcks to wear , 
Yet you appear d ſo grave and ſo devout, 

You xeither hiſt nor Htamp to put us out, 

A thing our Criticks would no more ha' dove, 
Then to a dull Phanatick meeting gone ; 

And there among a ſerious whining Throng, 
Stay'd ont a bolding forth of nine hours long. 
As for the Play vur Author will not dare, 
Like you good men of Trade to praiſe his Ty are - 
But unskull d Cuſtomers he may adviſe ; 

Then Stirs: ſeace on your verdi& it relies, 
Reſulwe to ſave the Ply before you go, 

For fear it ſhu'd ba good for onght \cu know. 
H-w 'ere it makes Heroith Virtue ſhine 

In Rey | breaſts, r. bzre it ſhevs moſi Dieine, 
And /o does Kings and Monarchy adw mce, 


Nay emerded with the names of C haries and France. 


N-1es thit now ſhake the w-rld, ſure y u'l nt dare 
To dawn a Ulay, wire theſe united are; 
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Let it be ne're ſo bad, who dares arreſt 

The meaneſt ſlave, that wears the Royal Creſt ? 
Joyn not with ſmall Caballs of wit, that pry, 
How they may damn the Play, and noone ſpye ; 
Being much aſþ:med in theſe tame Wars t appear, 
when their high mettle. may be ſhewn elſewhere. 
Now th:y'r divided let's bave aid fron you, 
Them and their f ations party to ſubdue , 
Then ere the Parliament of Wits that ſate, 
And gowern'd here like a proud petty State, 
Return from Sea in a triumphant rage, 

We'l get a full p ſSeſſton of the Stage ; | 
Mean while our Poet with your Forces joyn'd, 
May damn the Rump of Wits that ſtay behind. 


